


* “Say, peany. can’t we settle this. out of court an’ avoid a scandal?” 








Or Pre sidente WILL ROGERS 


Ys : w~ FX. His Latest Campaign Speech is in This Issue 











IN THIS MOST SUCCESSFUL YEAR 
THAT STUTZ HAS EVER HAD, ITS 
FINANCIAL STABILITY BECOMES A THING 
OF DOWNRIGHT PRIDE. A HAND- 
SOMER, SAFER, SPEEDIER CAR HAS MADE 
POSSIBLE THAT FINE ACHIEVEMENT, 
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DON T FOOL 
YOURSELF 


Since halitosis never announces 
itself to the victim, you simply 
cannot know when you have it. 
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alitosis may get 


Employers prefer fastidious people 


. halitoxics not wanted 


More and more, employers insist on having 
about them people who are fastidious. 
Sooner or later, those with halitosis are “let out.” 

The true reason for discharge, however, is usually 
hidden under such phrases are “Inefficient,” “You 
can do better elsewhere,” “We need a more expe- 
rienced person,” etc. 

Realize these facts about halitosis. That, due to 
modern habits, it is much more prevalent than is 
suspected. That it is a definite liability in friend- 
ships, affections and business. 


you discharged 


handy in home and office for this purpose. 

Listerine ends halitosis instantly. Being anti- 
septic, it strikes at its commonest cause— fermen- 
tation in the oral cavity. Then, being a powerful 
deodorant, it destroys the odors themselves. 

If you have any doubt of Listerine’s powerful 
deodorant properties, make this test: Rub a slice 
of onion on your hand. Then apply Listerine clear. 
Immediately, every trace of onion odor is gone. 

With these facts before you, make up your mind 
to keep yourself on the safe, 








That you can have it and not 


polite and popular side by using 


know it. READ THE FACTS Listerine. Lambert Pharmacal 
The one means of being sure V5 had halitosis Company, St. Louis, Mo., 


that you are free from it is to 
rinse the mouth systematically 
with Listerine. Every morning. 
Every night. And between times 





68 hair dressers state that 
about every third woman, 
many of them from the 
wealthy classes, is halitoxic. Have you tried 








when necessary, especially before Who should know better 7. the new Listerine 


meeting others. Keep a bottle than they? 




















Cools your skin while you shave 
and keeps it cool afterward. An 
outstanding shaving cream in every 


The safe antiseptic 59 134 4 respect. 
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Strenuous wear and many washings will not dim 


the first fine luster of these socks. They are made to 
endure through long miles of satisfactory service. 
You'll like the smart new patterns and colors. 


PHOENIX HOSIERY 
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lesauce 


Furnished by the Republican and Democratic Orators 


Beverly Hills, Calif. 


Jusr sitting here thinking about “Bunk,” 
| want to tell you about it in its most 
prolific state, and that was at the late two 
Conventions. 

| will first start on Kansas City as there 
is where the first real bunch of pure bun- 
comb was dished up to insult the intel- 
ligence of a Hall full of people. 

There is hundreds of instances we 
could show you of it but will just take 
for instance the morning of the nomina- 
tion of Charley Curtis as Vice President. 

Now they had adjourned the night be- 
fore about eleven o’clock, after nominat- 
ing Hoover, and off they went to the 
rooms at Hotel Muehlebach to nominate 
a Vice President. 

Well they had from then till the next 
morning at eleven, and before they had 
reached their second drink they had 
agreed on Curtis, So you know how 
quick they must have done it. 

Now we all gathered in the hall the 
next morning, It’s known that Curtis is 
to be the man by everyone in the place. 

Well, then they started nominating 
speeches for various other Candidates. 
The Governor of this, and the Ex-Gov- 
ernor of that, some of the audience had 
no idea who the nominator was talking 
about till he mentioned his name, and 





by 
WILL ROGERS 


I feel that! 
Should withdraw.” 





then everybody had to ask everybody 
else ‘Who is it?” 

After they had nominated one fellow, 
the fellow got up himself and says, “I 
appreciate the high honer that would 
come to me as Vice President, but I feel 
that I must withdraw in favor of Senator 
Curtis.” 

He spoke as if he was practically 
elected, and he was doing a big thing 
by withdrawing. 

Now there had been no demand for 
him, all the Deligates were already 
pledged to Curtis by their State leaders, 





Course some of the Deligates might not 
have known they were, But they were. 

Then another nominator got up and 
spouted off for an hour about his Can- 
didate, no one knew anything about the 
Candidate, and then when he finished 
and saw that all the whole pack of Deli- 
gates were going for Curtis, why he got 
up and said, “I have just received a tele- 
gram from my Candidate and he wants 
me to withdraw his name from the Con- 
vention, He appreciates the honor, and 
wants to thank his friends for standing 
by him for this great office, But he would 
not think of antering into the race if 
Charley Curtis wants it.” 

Now just hold a clinic over such junk 
as that. 

The man that put on the nominating 
speech received no more telegram than | 
did, How could his Candidate thank all 
his friends for their staunch support 
when there had been no support? This 
one Guy that got up and put on the 
speech, you couldent very well call Aim 
a friend. 

The whole thing was done just for a 
little. personal publicity, so they can go 
back home and say, “Why they nom- 
inated Gov, or Senator Jasbo for the Vice 
Presidency, but he threw it down.” 

Now there wasent a man in America 
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that had any more chance of getting that 
outside Curtis than there was of all of 
them being eternally saved, but they will 
live through life on that little bum pub- 
licity, “I was nominated once for the 
Vice Presidency.” 

Borah made a very quick short speech 
nominating Curtis for the office, and after 
hearing all these other Politicians one can 
readily understand why it is that Borah 
stands head and shoulders above them. 
He knows what to say, and he says it 
and gets out. 

McNab spoke three lines in nominating 
Hoover, and the crowd went wild for 
half an hour, Then when they got quiet 
he must go on with all this junk he had 
started with. Here was a man accidentally 





making a wonderful nominating speech, 





and not knowing enough to realize he 
had made it. If I had been a Deligate I 
would have voted against Hoover after 
such poor judgment had been shown by 
his nominator. 

Borah and LaFollette were the only two 
speakers there. 

All the nominators at both conventions 
had the same old Applesauce, How their 
“Candidate had started as a poor Boy, 
worked his way through school, and risen 
entirely by his own efforts to his eminent 
position.” 

I honestly believe if some man had got 
up and introduced a Candidate in some- 
thing like the following language it 
would have been such a novelty that it 
would have stampeded the Convention: 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, The man I 





am about to name is the son of a rd 
man, He has never done a tap of work 
in his life that any one knows of, He jus 
wants the job for it looks like the casieg 
one in sight.” 

And if you think all the bunk Was 
used up in Kansas City, wait till | tell 
you the whole truth about Houston, _ 

(Our Candidate has shaken the dys 
of Kansas City and Houston from }i, 
heels, and returned to his home in Bes, 
erly Hills, California. He will remajy 
there from now on, reading the paper; 
regularly, and drawing his own con, 
clusions. Those conclusions will be issyej 
to the public every week in this Space, and 
will form the basic arguments of the Anti. 
Bunk Party in its sensational campaign.) 
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They're Throwing Mud at Will Rogers 


An Evil Whispering Campaign Against Our Candidate 


Tue Kansas City Star recently printed a 
scurrilous story about Our Candidate un- 
der the heading, “Rogers Does a Wales.” 
It said, in part: 

“The political situation is further com- 
plicated. It is not quite clear whether 
Will Rogers is running for President or 
Prince. 





“Mr. Rogers, who has spent the week 
in making forced landings in airplanes, 
became a victim of habit yesterday and 
made one from a horse. It was at the 
Country Club polo field... ..Although 
Mr. Rogers was trying to move the ball 
from the edge of the field when the thing 
happened it did not appear to be a 





PouiticaL Orator (after exhausting speech): Are there any questions? 
SMALL Boy: Yes, mister. Will you blow up my balloon? 





cushion shot. A cloud of dust went up 
and the wittiest chief of the Cheroke¢ 
nation bit the dust... . . The moment Mr. 
Rogers found his breath all hopes held 
by the Rogers-for-President movement for 
capturing the Susan B. Anthony vot 
were abandoned. The horse, who had no 
doubt expected to hear something clever 
from his celebrated rider, appeared a bit 
disappointed, and docilely permitted Mr. 
Rogers to regain his place.” 


Tus is typical of the insidious prope 
ganda against Our Candidate that is be 
ing disseminated throughout the sub 
sidized press. 

As a matter of fact, it was not Mr. 
Rogers that fell; it was the horse! Mr. 
Rogers, being a great lover of animals, 
merely went along with him. 

Furthermore, it is a significant fact 
that the horse, when it deliberately 
stumbled, was acting under orders 
from Republican headquarters. “Throw 
Rogers,” said the politicians to the horse, 
“and make the country safe for Hoover 
and Curtis.” 

The “cloud of dust” referred to by the 
Star's correspondent was raised by thes 
same conspirators to confuse Our Candi 
date and to obscure the issue. 

That’s the sort of mucker ball that is 
played in politics. 


Ir you want to enlist in the ranks o 
those who are battling Bunk, send | 
your name to Rogers Campaign Head 
quarters, 598 Madison Avenue, Ne 
York City. 
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“I certainly have NOT got a match! And what’s more, if I had I wouldn't give it to you.” 





REPARTEE BY A COUPLE OF 
ANITA LOOS FANS 
Bionve: De you know that gentleman 
you saw me having dinner with Monday 
night? 
Brunette: Yeah, I married him Wed- 


nesday night. 





ANOTHER MOMENTOUS 
QUESTION 


Sue: According to the latest fashion 
notes, skirts are going to be worn below 
the knees. 

He: I don’t doubt it, but how are they 
going to keep them on? 





Lire’s Fresh Air Fund 





Once more Lire’s Camps for Needy 
Children have opened wide their doors 
to the little citizens of the poor and 
crowded sections of the great metropolis. 





Sue: Oh, dear, look! No swimming; we might get arrested. 
He: Aw, we'll say we're just washing our car. 





As you read this, the boys and girls of 
the first two “parties” of the season are 
already deep in the delights of the real 
country, and are reveling in the almost 
unknown luxury of being tenderly and 
scientifically cared for. 

And now we are again on the thrilling 
job of rounding up those underprivileged 
little ones who will form the next batch 
of young visitors when this first vacation 
period closes. 

So we have spent most of the past few 
days in the slums—‘East Side, West 
Side, all around the town.” We wish 
you'd been along! There would be little 
need then for us to write a word about 
the youngsters that we saw playing 
in the tenement streets. Did we say 
“playing”? Good heavens, what a trav- 
esty on the word the real facts are! 

For instance, we came upon a ragged 
group of little boys down in the lower 
East Side, gallantly trying to sail their 
grimy and sodden boxes in the gutter. 

Something caught in our throat at the 
sight! All we could think of was the 
brook at Pottersville, N. J. (Lire’s Camp 
for Boys). It is a dandy brook, with 
gorgeous old trees and feathery bushes 
growing along its banks. Just the right 
kind of place for little chaps to launch 
their fleets. Just the sort of playground 
every child should have, or he is so out 
of luck that he becomes very much our 
personal concern. (Please turn to page 30) 
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ALONG THE 


Dear Pat WILLARD: 

Some of the 

boys were swapping 

gab last night in 

Helen  Morgan’s 

new whoopee parlor 

on 52nd Street, and 

the chatter eventu- 

ally got around to 

people on Broadway 

who are never 

missed. It invariably 

does, and it probably is true of other com- 

munities, Willard, but we do know that 

once you fade out of the Broadway scene, 

you're forgotten within three months or 

less, that being one of the severe penalties 

for flopping on Broadway or keeping out 
of touch with it. 

But there is one gal whom the old Stem 

will never forget. She wasn’t an actress 

or a night club hostess, either. She 





peddled religion for the Salvation Army 
op 46th Street under the side-entrance 
marquee of the Gaiety Theater, where 


dear old Frank Bacon knocked them cold 
in “Lightnin’.” Her tag, at the time, in- 
cluded a title—“Captain Rheba Craw- 
ford”—and she headed the Army’s 
Broadway Corps until she got That Way 
about a war vet of St. Petersburg, Florida, 
whom she married, and they are still liv- 
ing most happily down there. 

Yet the canyon hasn’t been quite the 
same without her, Willard. Her charm, 
manner and girlishness (she was only 
twenty) floored the mob of mugs who 
lean up against corner buildings (so that 
they won’t fall down), and among other 
hypnotized natives in her nightly crowds 
was the pride of the Winchell tribe. The 
Salvation Army cannot boast of beautiful 
belles any more. Captain Crawford was 
the only Ziegfeld type the Army had, and 
she enticed larger audiences than most 
of the shows in town. Captain Crawford 
was a pre-war blonde, meaning that she 
had long and natural blond hair. She 
packed an angelic pan, and of course the 
only mascara and rouge she saw were in 
drugstore window displays. Can’t you pic- 
ture her in her blue bonnet? 

But she had that thing Elinor Glyn 
can’t even explain—and she could talk! 
Her converts included ham actors, good 
actors, managers, producers, song-writers, 
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dope fiends, pickpockets and other Main 
Stemmers, and then she left us all flat, 
for love. But believe you me, Willard, 
none of us begrudged it to her. George 
M. Cohan was her biggest booster. The 
Yankee Doodler was usually in her crowd 
and E. F. Albee, the head of the Keith 
Circuit, was another worshiper. It used to 


amaze me to see the biggest shots on 
Broadway rubbing shoulders with the 
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“smallies” when the Captain was doj 
her stuff, and finally the flicker fr 
ever on the alert for screen types, aa 
her an offer. 

I think they tried to tempt her with , 
contract calling for $25,000 a year anj 
the plan was to feature her in a cinema 
tagged “My Gal Sal.” But she thanked 
them sweetly and alibied that she 1 
could do—on the ground that she didn’ 
want to cash in after being one of Hy 
Messengers. I don’t know why I’ve gone 
to this length telling you about Rheh, 
Crawford, Willard, except to point oy 
that once upon a time Broadway could 
boast of someone who wasn’t a phony 


and who didn’t have a racket. At anyé 


rate, when she quit us, the front pages 
screamed Broadway’s pain. 46th Street 





SociaBLe STEAMER PassENGER: Yoohoo—ship ahoy! 





fio 
“Ts if 
“Heave 


——_ 


and E 
of Sal 
the lis’ 

I su 
and v 


around 
The 
is fron 
Can’t 
“Crazy 
is ano 
in the 
but L: 
A.M, 
The h 
couver! 
ing to 


2 


Z 














“Is it true Mabel has a secret sorrow?” 
“Heavens, yes! Hasn’t she told you about 
it yet?” 





and Broadway still offers a small band 

of Salvationists, but they can’t coax half 
the listeners that she did. 

I suppose you’ve already broken down 

and wept, yet she was a damb sight 

more interesting than 

most of the broads 

along the can- 

yon. Did you ever 

run into any of those 

merry magdalens 

from the folderols 

who are really 
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The College Comic Magazine 


Editor Applies for a Job 


Emptoyer: Did you go through college? 

Appuicant: Nay, on Barleduke, 
college went through me! 

Empcoyer: Ha, ha. Where was it? 

Appticant: Now by’r larkin I grieve 
to say “twas at the bottom of the Confer- 
ence in all sports save lacrosse. 

Emptoyer: Ha, ha. What did you 
take? 

App.icant: Ah, thou doltard, I have 
thee there! Philosophy, two “No Park- 
ing” signs, gin ginger-ale and the scarlet 
fever. 

Empvoyer: Ha, ha. Did you earn your 
way through? 

Appiicant: Yea, by writing. 

Emptoyer: For the magazines? 

Appuicant: Nay, Epaminondas — 
home for money! 

Emptoyer: Ha, ha. Did you make Phi 
Beta Kappa? 

Appticant: Egad, thou intriguest me! 
I never heard of her! 

Emp toyer: Ha, ha. Didst—I mean did 
—you go in for football? 

Appuicant: Yea, verily, thou odd fel- 
low, in debt when my girl visited me! 

Emptoyer: Ha, ha. Did you get good 
marks? 

AppicanT: Faith, exceedingly so. 

Emptoyer: Teacher’s pet? 





App.icant: Correct, Horatio, correct! 
Most of them do! 

Emptoyer: Ha, ha. What salary do 
you expect? 

App icant: It striketh me seventy-five 
dollars a week might prove adequate. 

Emptoyer: Ha, ha, ha. 

Parke Cummings. 





Sorry Just Too Late 


Tue Witsons are sorry they decided to 
stay home this summer. 

Mrs. Brown stopped in at the Wilson 
house and left some plants to be watered 
while she and her husband tour the Black 
Hills and Yellowstone. 

Jones brought in his police dog to be 
taken care of while he and Mrs. Jones 
are in the Canadian Rockies. 

The Smiths brought over their gold- 
fish bowls and a canary to be taken care 
of while they are at the seashore. 

Miss Pepper fetched a Maltese cat to 
be guarded during her visit to England. 
And the cat is going to have kittens. 

The Wilsons are sorry they decided to 
stay home this summer. ]. A. S. 





IN CHICAGO 
First SAFE-AND-SANER: Well, Fourth of 
July is over. 
Seconp Ditto: Yes, they’ve started in 
shooting again. 








beautiful, but 
NUMB?!! Well, I 
have, and I’m still 
_— lefing. Take the 
— who wanted a holiday and wired 
er manager: “Cannot possibly make the 
matinee today as I have been stricken 
with typhoid fever, but will positively be 
around for the evening performance.” 
The newest of the contagious song hits 
is from “Black Birds” and is labeled, “I | 
Can't Give You Anything but Love.” | 
“Crazy Rhythm,” from “Here’s Howe!” 
is another pippin of a foxtrot. Barney's 
in the Village has shut for the season, 
but La Guinan’s remains open until 9 
4. M. The Furnace is rough, but ready. 
The hotel roofs only soak you a dollar 
couvert and the Arrowhead Inn is prov- 
ing to be the ace of the local roadhouses. 


Walter Winchell. 





Boss: I demand your resignation! 
Emptoyee: Good. I was afraid you 





Were going to fire me. 


“T am soliciting funds for a new hospital. 


ITAVIAG 





You never know, mister, when you may 


be in a hospital yourself.” 
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The Republican Ticket 


Mr. Hoover is the 
first man to become 
candidate for Presi- 
dent with a definite 
foreign background. 
T he emplacement 
from which he ap- 
proached his public 
career was foreign; 
his experience, up to 
1921, was totally for- 
eign. His view of his 
own country is not the parochial view of 
that most stupid of all things—one hun- 
dred per cent Americanism. His _per- 
spective on the relation of the United 
States to the exterior world is wider and 
freer than that of any other man in public 
life. His nomination—this country being 
what it is—was made in spite of these 
qualifications for the Presidency, not be- 
cause of them. The shameful attempt to 
picture Mr. Hoover as an expatriate came 
to nothing. 











* * * 


THE oRIGINAL Hoover man was Mr. 
Hoover. He came to Washington in 1921 
fired with ambition. He built up a mar- 
velous machine for the enhancement of 
his own reputation. He infringed upon 
the prerogatives of his Cabinet colleagues. 
The scope of his interests gradually envel- 
oped Washington; the area of his activi- 
ties encompassed the entire United States. 
In due time he took unto himself various 
persons who understood _ politics, his 
choice being practical and without partic- 
ular regard to the character of the oper- 
ators. These gentlemen went out and 
rounded. up delegates, spending some- 
thing over $300,000 to flagellate public 
sentiment. 

It is worthy of meditation that the man 
who finally made Mr. Hoover’s nomina- 
tion certain was William S. (“Bill”) 
Vare of Philadelphia, colloquially known 
as Senator-eject from Pennsylvania, whom 
Boies Penrose once described as an ash- 
cart statesman. The palpitant, pallid and 
plutocratic Mr. Mellon of Pittsburgh was 
left to salvage what prestige remained to 
him, which wasn’t much. It was demon- 
strated that the third richest man and the 





greatest Secretary of the Treasury since 
Alexander Hamilton had no more brains 
and not much more influence than the 
humblest delegate from Oklahoma or 
Hawaii. 
. . 

Mr. Hoover has the quality of being able 
to evoke intense adherence among small 
groups of men, but he has still to demon- 
strate that he can vitalize a mass. His 
personality is vague, amorphous, timid. 
He has the regrettable habit, so familiar 
in our public men, of phrasing his opin- 
ions in the elaborate prose style of the 
middle Nineteenth Century. His words 
are abstract instead of concrete. But for 
all that I find him a grand person, be- 
cause his nomination shows that one may 
creep up on the White House from some 
other background than that of the Middle 
West, from some other experience than a 
back-country State House, through some 
other technique than the equivocations of 
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politics. Mr. Hoover is refreshing. If he 
were more of an extrovert and somethin 
of an orator, if he knew how to drama. 
tize issues and inspire audiences, hg 
would be an ideal candidate. 
7 = * 

He enters the campaign somewhat re. 
mote, without immediate contacts in his 
party, efficient, industrious, conscientious 
bold at one moment and timid the next, 
wise in some respects and suffering from 
prejudices in others, ambitious and fear. 
ful. That he is an expert in the field of 
administration and executive Capacities 
nobody can doubt, but that these qualities 
can be expanded into that mysterious syn- 
thesis of mind, emotion and instinct that 
makes a great man 
is something still to 
be proved. On the 
face of the record 
Mr. Hoover’s quali- 
fications are superb, 
On the human side 
his attractions as a 
candidate are still to 


be discovered. 
* * . 





THE NOMINEE for 
Vice-President, Senator Charles Curtis of 
Kansas, is an amiable and _ inoffensive 
person, who is counted upon to quell the 
fires of agrarian discontent, to heal up 
wounds and to win votes in the Middle 
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“Take it from me, Vivian, there’s nothing to worry about as long as you've got 
good brakes.” 





—_—. 


West. 
McNz 
both | 
bring: 
ning | 
of th 
goes 

make 
His |] 
as a 

certai 
durin 
Cong 
tis sa 
know 
magr 
one | 
cann 


THE 

and | 
camp 
Bora! 
modi 
thus 

ment 
cifica 
ment 
enfor 
publi 
coun 
more 


of tk 





























“Oh, Mother, Spike and I have had the loveliest time. We've been picking buttercups!” 





West. He voted both for and against the 
McNary-Haugen bill, so he appeals to 
both East and West. The strength that he 
brings to the ticket is the prospective win- 
ning of Electoral votes in crucial sections 
of the country. As far as his personality 
goes he is a weak candidate. He cannot 
make a speech; he is devoid of originality. 
His Indian blood and his earlier career 
as a jockey and cab-driver give him a 
certain aspect of the picturesque, but 
during his many years in either House of 
Congress nobody has ever heard Mr. Cur- 
tis say a striking thing. He is what is 
known as “lovable,” but the defect of this 
magnetism for campaign purposes is that 
one has to come close to it to feel it. One 
cannot be lovable to 100,000,000 people. 
* > * 


Tue Repusiican party, to all intents 
and purposes, will be Dry in the coming 
campaign. The platform plank which Mr. 
Borah of Idaho wrote does not oppose 
modification of the Volstead Act, and 
thus does not outrage what Wet senti- 
ment might otherwise be lost. But it spe- 
cifically mentions the Eighteenth Amend- 
ment and pleads for its observance and 
enforcement. The deliberate idea of Re- 
publican party managers is that this 
country is Dry in sentiment and that 
more votes are to be got on the Dry side 
of the argument than on the Wet. This 





decision was taken with the Democratic 
nominee in mind. It will tend to make 
Prohibition an issue in the campaign, 
even if it is not mentioned. 

The Republican side of the campaign 
will not be thrilling if it depends-on the 
performances of Messrs. Hoover and Cur- 
tis. It will be high-class and dull. An- 
nouncements from Republican _head- 
quarters indicate that both Mr. Hoover 
and Mr. Curtis will find it convenient to 
do most of their orating over the radio 
rather than in public auditoriums. A 
microphone is far less terrifying to some 
persons than a crowded theater, for a 
microphone cannot be bored. 

Henry Suydam. 














Tue Tree SurceON Goes CHtRopRACTIC 





THE RADIO 








Anot 
My pear Epiror: 

I do not think I will be able to write 
you a piece about the radio this week. 
I do not know whether I shall ever be 
able to write again. A week ago I was 
Captain of my Soul and boss of my fate 
but now I am a split personality. If I 
were to commit murder, it would be 
child’s play for an amateur psychiatrist to 
have me acquitted. 

I have spent most of the past three 
weeks listening to the political conven- 
tions over the radio. Neither of them was 
exactly what you or even someone else 
would call fun; but if I must be partisan 
and vote for one, I nominate the Repub- 
lican Convention as the worse. 

Now, I have nothing against the Re- 
publicans. In fact, I always believed that 
Hughes really was elected that time. But 
nominating speeches raise the devil with 
my vocabulary and my thinking. 

Just think, sixty million people listened 











Sue: I think swimming’s a perfectly ghastly bore, but it does do wonders 


for one’s 


contours, 





to these speeches on the radio. Into mil- 
lions of homes poured the most irri- 
tating rush of rhetoric the world ever has 
known. From the rockbound coast of 
Maine to the Golden Gate of California 
(there I go!), thousands of God-fearing, 
wholesome Americans were thrust into an 
arena of carnage unprecedented in all 
the annals of the American people. 





I have always thought of Mr. Hoover 
as a simple and direct gentleman. But 
when John McNab got through describ- 
ing him as an Iowan, a Californian, a 
University man, a blacksmith’s son, an 
engineer, a Quaker, a workingman with 
a pick over his shoulder, a food admin- 
istrator, a lover of agriculturists, and a 
wholesome human being, I began to 











“What’s holding up the round-table conference?” 
“They had to send out for a round table.” 


— 
—_————— 


think of Mr. Hoover as the Lon Chan 
of politics. As for poor Senator Goff, he 
emerged from his nominating speech 
sounding like a Denishawn dancer. 

Yes, and some women made speeches, 
And as they talked I regretted every step 
that I took in Suffrage Parades. 

Aside from the oratory, these conven. 
tions rais¢é havoc in pure American 
homes. All the Democrats listen to the 
Republican Convention and razz the 
speakers. And all the Republicans listen 
to the Democrats and give them the bird, 

And you have no idea how much 
ginger ale and ice can be consumed by 
men who try to convince you that a “wet” 
candidate never can be elected. 

All this is none of my business. I am 
hired to write about the radio, not about 
politics. But what can I do when politics 
invades the sacredness of the home? 

As I write this, I still have the entire 
political campaign ahead of me—and | 
understand that the oratory is even more 
terrible in a campaign than it is in a con- 
vention. 

Whither are we drifting? Will I ever 
hear the sweet strains of “Ramona” or 
“Constantinople” again? 

Agnes Smith, 





The Great American Habit 


, 


“Gonna have some pie, mister?’ 

“Yeah. Gimme some apple.....1 
dunno, what other kind yuh got?” 

“Got some nice blueberry today.” 

“Naw, I don’t like blueberries.” 

“Peach? Appercot? Lemon?....” 

“Lemon! Izzat it over there? Naw; too 
mucha that fluffy stuff on top.” 

“We got some awful nice blackberry.” 

“That sounds jake. Gimme some of 
....Say, who ever heard of an open-face 
blackberry pie! What other kind yuh got?” 

“Some nice razzburry.” 

“Naw. Razzburries kinda make my 
mouth pucker up like persimmons.” 

“Well, lemme see Say, we got 
some fine appul pie today!” 

“Have yuh? Gimme some of that ap- 
ple, then.” 

Chet Johnson. 





POORLY 
First Mutrimicuionaire: I’m feeling 
rotten lately. Do I look bad? 
SeconD MUuLTIMILLIONAIRE: ‘Terrible, 
old top, terrible! You look like a million 
dollars. 





AccorpING to some automobile 
manufacturers, the shortest distance be- 





tween two points is a straight eight. 
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Putting Our Public Institutions on a Paying Basis 
An Enterprising Advertising Man Peps Up the Metropolitan Museum of Art 
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June, the bridal 
month, is over, and a 
great many cutaways 
that have been 
working hard for some weeks past are 
once more packed away in mothballs, to 
await the next occasion when their pro- 
prietors may be called upon to officiate as 
honorary pallbearers. This recurrence of 
the mystical season brings some cheer 
and reassurance even to those of us whose 
contribution is limited to the tossing of 
a little rice and the purchase of a few 
wedding presents. We are constantly told 
nowadays that the world we live in is 
something utterly new, that all the knowl- 
edge laboriously accumulated by the 
human race prior to the invention of the 
instalment plan (or, if you prefer, the 
Soviet form of government) might as 
well be thrown into the waste basket; 
yet people go on getting married in the 
same old way, and under the inspiration, 
so far as the bystander can observe, of 
very much the same old sentiments. That 
admirable anthem of the mating season, 
the Pervigilium Veneris, would suit the 
June just ended as well as the bridal 
month for which it was written sixteen or 
eighteen hundred years ago. (lam nemus 
comam resolvit de maritis imbribus is in- 
deed painfully pertinent to the damp and 
dripping Junes of the Atlantic seaboard, 
which work such havoc with the pretty 
dresses of bridesmaids.) Even the con- 
tinual assertions of the reverend clergy 
that marriage and the home are going to 
the dogs seem open to some respectful 
doubt so long as young people, who are 
rather more the children of this new era 
than a middle-aged clergyman can claim 
to be, will go on getting married and 
setting up new homes. 
From one of these clerical discussions of 





the decay of modern marriage there lately 
emerged some startling sentiments. This 
was a synod of the Lutheran clergy, who, 
lacking any pontifical or episcopal author- 
ity to tell them what is truth, are com- 
pelled to seek it for themselves, and not 
unnaturally occasionally find themselves 
in some disagreement. Most of the speak- 
ers on this particular occasion expressed 
the views that might have been expected; 
but one man upset the gathering by the 
declaration that certain homes ought to 
disintegrate, that “the basic thing in the 
home is not reverence or religion but 
love,” and that individual happiness is an 
objective of primary importance, even in 
marriage. Here is a touch of idealism 
rare in a clerical discussion of matrimony. 


é 


NEVERTHELEss, one cannot help feeling 





that the traditional attitude of the 
Church toward marriage deserves more 
respect than the high-minded are inclined 
to accord it. The idealists regard things 
as they should be, the Church studies 
things as they are; and when its conclu- 
sions are drawn from observation of the 
human race at large, rather than from 
the peculiar instance of St. Paul, they 
embody a hard-boiled wisdom that can- 
not be disregarded simply because we 
find it distasteful. Marriage, says the 
Pauline tradition, is the lesser of two 
evils, a lawful remedy for abhorrent 
tendencies implanted by an inscrutable 
Providence in men and women, an ex- 
pedient for making the best of that very 
bad job, human nature. Some of the mar- 
riage services express this view with a 
forthrightness verging on crudity; and 
considering the high emotion which 
young people will persist in bringing to 
marriage, despite the Church’s endeavors 





to train it out of them, it is perhaps for- 
tunate that few June brides listen very at- 
tentively to what the officiating clergy. 
man is saying, at a moment when there 
are other and more interesting materials 


for thought. 


But underlying all this is a truth to 
which the Church has always clung 
firmly—that marriage is essentially not 
pleasure but work, and the hardest and 
most intricate kind of work. The rever- 
end gentleman who dared to say that in- 
dividual happiness was worth trying for 
expressed a noble ideal, but his views 
seem a little out of focus. Individual hap- 
piness is the object of the companionate; 
but the companionate, though an honor- 
able and useful institution, is not mar- 
riage, and no good can come of con- 
fusing the two. Individual happiness is no 
more the object of marriage than smooth 
running is the object of an automobile, 
Happiness is a good thing in marriage 
and smooth running is a good thing in an 
automobile; but the object of marriage, 
like the object of an automobile, is to get 
somewhere; an object which cannot be 
attained in either case without the ex- 
penditure of a good deal of power, and 
careful attention to the steering wheel. 

Nor is one altogether impressed by the 
contention that the basic thing in the 
home is love. Love is an excellent thing, 
in the home or elsewhere, but it bloweth 
whither it listeth, and no man can tell 
whence it cometh or whither it goeth. 
A somewhat more durable foundation for 
the home, one may conjecture, is char- 
acter and integrity; and there again the 
Church seems nearer the truth than the 
idealists. 

The perpetually astonishing thing about 
marriage is that, in spite of all, it does 
generate so much individual happiness— 
rather more, it seems, than the average 
man or woman would get outside of it. 
One almost wonders if perhaps the 
human race is not more respectable than 


St. Paul supposed. 





Now that the first woman has flown 
across the Atlantic one may hope that 
the epidemic of assorted firsts in aviation 
will presently be abating. Miss Earhart 
and her companions did an excellent job, 
especially excellent in that they reinforced 
Lindbergh’s demonstration that the suc- 
cess of a flight can most safely be as 
sured before the take-off. All the aviators 
who have been first in this and that 








—_ 





deserve all the honor that has come to 
them; but the craze for priority has cost 
a good many lives, and lives of men and 
women whose high courage and technical 
proficiency made them worth more to 
society than most of us who stay on the 
ground. ae 

As a sport, aviation has probably seen 
its greatest days; hardly anything remains 
to be done as startling as what has been 
done already. But as a public utility it is 
only beginning. Presently, one hopes, men 
and women may be flying across the At- 
lantic, not to be first in anything, but 
simply to get on the other side. 





A pvevicate ethical problem has lately 
been raised in Colorado by the enemies 
of ex-Judge Ben Lindsey, who are trying 
to disbar him from the practice of law on 
the ground of certain acts while he was 
on the bench. Whether their assertions 
are true or untrue, it will be a serious 
matter for both bench and bar if a lawyer 
is to be condemned for what he may have 
done when he was a judge. 

For lawyers, all things are lawful (so 
far as a layman can comprehend these 
mysteries) and pretty nearly all things 
are expedient too. Every year, in every 
State, a considerable number of lawyers 
are accused before the Bar Associations 
of various offenses; but in New York, at 
least, about the only conduct which is 
regarded as heinous enough to be cause 
for disbarment is the actual embezzle- 
ment of a client’s money—an offense, it 
may be observed, which tends to injure 
the profession as a whole, since it oper- 
ates to discourage other clients from in- 
trusting their money to other lawyers. 
Judges, through some archaic prejudice, 
are held to a somewhat higher ethical 
standard. It seems an unjust and retro- 
active procedure if a man just resuming 
the practice of law, in which the sky is 
the limit, is held to have suffered a sort 
of attainder by reason of his behavior on 
the bench. No man is debarred from 
playing professional ball because he may 
have infringed the canons of amateur- 
ism while he was in college. 

And, for the legal profession, the whole 
matter has a more serious aspect than 
that which the abstract ethical problem 
involves. If the Grievance Committees of 
Bar Associations once begin to mark in- 
iquity, who shall stand? 


Elmer Davis. 








More THAN He Expecrep 





—Life Lines— 


Miss Amevia Earnart is now tasting the 
irony of fate. Although she has realized 
her ambition to be the first woman to fly 
the Atlantic, she is still known as “that 


girl who looks like Lindbergh.” 
JL 


Tue sone “Lucky Lindy” is said 
to make the Colonel shudder. We should 
imagine that in his case “Among My 
Souvenirs” might also be good for a 
wince. 

JL 

“*TeLevox,” the mechanical man, 
has been equipped with a bass voice of 
powerful but pleasing quality. It is 
thought if he could be taught to write he 
would sign a cigarette testimonial. 

. 2 


G. B. S. has made his first ap- 





pearance in the talking movies. He deliv- 
ered, of course, his famous lecture on 
Shaw. 
JL 
Succestep regulation to tighten 
the pennant race in the American League: 
“RuLe 1—Over the fence is out.” 
iL 
Now that Dr. Beebe assures us 
sharks are harmless except when attacked, 
we have made a firm resolution never 
again to go around biting sharks. 
JL 


Boru political parties have prom- 
ised to provide farm relief, flood relief 
and tax relief. The question now arises: 
What are we going to do with all this 
relief when we get it? 

Here, obviously, is another commodity 
with which to fill up the Grand Canyon. 
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A Short History of 
American Politics 


Tuose of you who get around to reading 
a lot will remember that a history of 
American politics was begun in these col- 
umns several months ago—or rather, an 
introduction to such a history was writ- 
ten. Then came the Great War.... 
brother was turned against brother, 
father against father; the cobblestones of 
the Tuileries were spattered with the 
blood of the royalists, and such minor 
matters as histories were cast aside for the 
musket and ploughshare. In crises such as 
that of March, 1928, the savants must give 
way to the men of action. 

Now that the tumult and the shout- 
ing have died, however, the history of 
American politics can be written. The 
only trouble at present is that I have lost 
the introduction I wrote several months 
ago. It must have fallen down behind the 
bureau and the wall! of the Kremlin. 

To write another introductory preface 
would be silly, and that is the reason I 
have decided to write one. The other one 
was probably not much good, anyway. 
So while you all go ahead and read the 
other pages of this magazine I will 
write another introduction to a history of 
American politics. (That is, I will if I 
can get this stuff off the keys of my type- 
writer. Either somebody has rubbed candy 
- over each key while I have been dozing 
here or the typewriter itself has a strain 
of maple in it and is giving off sap. I 
have never run across anything like it in 
all my experience with typewriters. The 
“7” key looks so sticky that I am actu- 
ally afraid to touch it. Ugh!) 

Well, anyway 


A HISTORY OF AMERICAN 
POLITICS 


(2 vol., 695 pp. 8vo.....100 to 1 to show.) 
INTRODUCTION 


Tue theory of political procedure in those 
countries in which a democratic form of 
government obtains is based on the as- 
sumption that the average citizen knows 
enough to vote. (Time out for pro- 
longed laughter.) 

The Ideal State of Plato, as you will 
remember (you liar!), was founded on 
quite a different principle, but, if you 
will look at Greece today you will see 
that something was wrong in that prin- 
ciple, too. Plato felt—and quite rightly 
—that Truth is the Ultimate Good and 
that the Ultimate Good is Truth—or the 
Idea. (Check one of these three.) Now— 
in the Ideal State, granted that the citi- 
zens keep away from the polls and mind 





their own business, we have an oligarchy 
or combination of hydrogen atoms so ar- 
ranged as to form Truth in the Abstract. 
Of course, Plato wrote only what he had 
learned from Socrates, and Socrates, like 
the wise old owl that he was, never 
signed his name to anything. So that left 
Plato holding the bag for an unworkable 
political theory which has been carried 
down to the present day. 

Aristotle followed Plato with some new 
theories, but as he dealt mostly with the 
Drama and Mathematics, with side ex- 
cursions into Bird Raising and Exercises 
for the Eye, we don’t have to bother with 
his ideas on Government. I don’t remem- 
ber what they were, in the first place. 

This brings us up to 1785, when the 
United States began to have its first po- 
litical prickly-heat. It may have been a 
little before 1785 (I am working entirely 
without notes or reference books in this 
history), but 1785 is near enough, for the 
Revolution didn’t end until around 1782, 
or 1780, and that would leave a couple 
of years for George Washington to begin 
his two terms as President and get things 
good and balled up. So we will say 1785. 

Here we are, then, a new country, 
faced with an experiment in government 
and working on nothing sounder than a 





belief that the average voter is entitled | 


to have a hand in the running of the | 


—e 


State. The wonder is that we have got 
as far as we have—or have we? 

Now, in this introduction I have tried 
to outline the main influences in political 
thought which culminated in the foun- 
dation of our form of government. I have 
omitted any reference to Leboeuf and 
Froissart, because, so far as I know, Le- 
boeuf and Froissart never had any ideas 
on the subject; at any rate, not the Le. 
boeuf that I knew. I have not gone into 
the Hanseatic League or the Guild Sys- 
tem, not through any pique on my part, 
but because, after all, they involved a 
quite different approach to the question of 
democratic government and I couldn't 
find any pictures which would illustrate 
them interestingly. If, however, any of 
my readers are anxious to look up the 
Hanseatic League, I can refer them to a 
very good book on the subject called 
“The Hanseatic League.” 

I can not bring to a close this preface 
to my history, inadequate as it is, without 
acknowledging the customary debt of 
gratitude to France. ~ 

Robert Benchley. 


(This is the second of Mr. Benchley’s 
series of articles on political history, the 
first of which was published a long time 
ago. There may be another instalment 
soon.) 








Sweet SUMMER Boarper: What kind of a cow is this—a Jersey? 


FarMer: No, miss, 


this is a Holstein. 


S. S. B.: I see. And have you any of that new breed—the Acidophilous? 





















































| The Non-Refillable Bottle 
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SPORTSMEN and SPORTS 


THE patriotic idea 
that our track and 
field athletes will 
waltz to victory in 
the Olympic Games 
at Amsterdam 
is based on the same 
logic that led the 
fabled farmer to pre- 
dict, in the midst of 
a steady downpour, 
that it would stop 
raining. What made him think it would 
stop raining? “Well, it always has.” 

However, farmers have been fooled 
from time to time and there’s a catch in 
it, anyway. It is rather doubtful that the 
United States won all previous Olympic 
Games. Probably nobody knows who 
really did win them. Our athletes cer- 
tainly won the track and field champion- 
ships, but the “Olympic Games” include 
a number of sports that are considered 
null and void, or even non compos 
mentis, on this side of the Atlantic. This 
includes archery, field hockey, bowling- 
on-the-green and, for all this observer 
knows to the contrary, tatting, banting, 
tossing the caber and group singing. 

Our singing is not so good. This was 
admitted even before Rotary Club lunch- 
eons proved it. We have never competed 
in Olympic archery contests and so we 
lost all those events, as Babe Ruth puts 
it, “by defunct.” We have always trailed 
in the winter sports section of the 
Olympic program. When wrestling, box- 
ing, rowing, horseback-riding and yacht- 
ing are counted in—all of them regularly 
listed as Olympic sports — the winning 
nation becomes a complete mystery. 

We persist, however, in regarding the 
Olympic Games as an international track 
and field meet. On that basis, it is cor- 
rect to say that we have been consistent 
winners. Even so, our margin of victory 
in the more recent Olympic Games has 
been cut down considerably. 

For instance, in the Olympic Games at 
Paris in 1924, there were eight flat races 
ranging from 100 meters to the marathon 
distance. How many of these were won 
by United States runners? Well, a man 
could count the United States victories on 
his thumbs and still have one thumb free 








to stick in his eye. One victory on the 
flat; that’s all. Jackson Scholz captured 
the 200-meter event. Jolly old England 
and frozen Finland took care of the other 
flat races on the program. 

It wasn’t fatal, of course, but it was 
annoying. We scored enough victories 
and places in the field events to “win 
the Olympic championship” and we are 
still strong in the field events. We are 
stronger than all other nations combined 
in the jumping events, the pole vault, the 
weights and the hurdles. 

Even figuring that our flat runners 
will have to face Douglas Lowe of Eng- 
land, Seraphin Martin of France, Peltzer, 
Kornig, Houben and others of Germany, 
Wide of Sweden and Nurmi, Ritola and 

Steenroos of Fin- 
land, we should do 
much better on the 
flat at Amsterdam 
than we did at Paris. 
For one thing, we 
have a_ wonderful 
group of sprinters 
for the 100-meter 
and 200-meter 
dashes. Then again, 
Lloyd Hahn has 
come forward as a middle-distance man 
capable of swapping strides with the 
best of the fast-flying foreigners. And 
finally, Joie Ray has blossomed out as a 
remarkable marathon runner and, in 


= —, 


prospect at least, has a fine chance to get 
home first in the long run. 

The United States hasn’t won a mara- 
thon victory since Johnny Hayes defeated 
Pietro Dorando at London in 1904 in a 
finish that nearly precipitated the World 
War ten years before all hands were 
ready for it. It will be remembered that 
Dorando, who was leading the field, col- 
lapsed near the finish line and had to be 
dragged across by able-bodied com- 
patriots. He was therefore disqualified by 
the officials, and Hayes, who came in 
second, was declared the winner. 

Suppose—now that Mussolini is dic- 
tator—that another Italian were disquali- 
fied for so paltry a reason. The Olympic 
Games would be converted into a contest 
between uniformed athletes with bayonets 


fixed. John Kieran. 








BETWEEN ME AND YOU 


Ir I were you 
I wouldn’t do 
A thing 
You tell me 
You would do 
If you were I. 
Wilson Micks. 





A MIcuicaNn quartet, separated for 
twenty-five years, have been reunited, 


Somebody neglected his duty. 









































Victim’s SECOND: Don’t ease up, kid. Just keep in touch with him! 
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How to Clean Up in Wall Street 


Susscrise for half a dozen financial news- 
papers and a couple of tipping services. 

Get acquainted with someone who has 
a friend whose cousin knows a fellow 
connected with a financial house 

Make a careful study of the market 
letters issued by all the brokerage firms. 

Watch the ticker each day in order to 
get the “feel” of the market. 

Figure out at the end of each day how 
much money you would have made had 
you bought or sold Radio or General Mo- 
tors at the right moment. 





Get up a diversified list of securities 
which, it you hold a block of each, can- 
not fail to yield you a handsome profit 
in the aggregate. 

And then put every nickel you own 
into Liberty Bonds. 





A Long Run on Broadway 


“Gor one in Row D for Thursday?” 
“All sold out for Thursday.” 
“How about Friday?” 
“Nothing for Friday. I can give you 
one in X for a week from Monday.” 
“On the aisle?” 
“No; in the middle of the row.” 
“I’m afraid that won’t do.” 


(As the motorist leaves the box-office 
window he is accosted by a speculator.) 


“I can give you one in D for Thurs- 
day.” 

“How much?” 

“Three dollars.” 

“Three dollars! For a fifty-cent ticket!” 

“Take it or leave it.” 

“Give me it. I’ve got to get parking 
space for my car for Thursday.” 


Bill Sykes. 





One thing we haven’t seen yet is 


a vest-pocket flask. 
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American Tourist (at the Tower of London): Snappy costumes on these ushers, all right, 
but they don’t seem as polite as ours at home. 








MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


_ Lay late, pondering this and that, 
in especial how difficult it is for 

13 females with any considerable 
personality always to conduct themselves 
as gentlewomen, and that manufacturers 
of bathroom fixtures should be prohib- 
ited by statute from making white opaque 
tumblers which one must plumb to gauge 
the depth of water or hold to a light to 
determine whether a tablet has melted, 
and then to the publick prints, now filled 
with the doings of the Republican Con- 
vention, but Lord! there is no zest to the 
details, methinks, as in the days when 
political slogans were fighting words, and 
a man of my father’s dignity donned a 
linen ulster with a top hat and marched 
through the publick streets carrying a torch 
beside his fellow citizens with no idea 
soever that both his zeal and apparel 
might be termed ridiculous. But he was 
always deeply concerned with what went 
on at Washington, and would often tell, 
to my mother’s embarrassment and dis- 
couragement, that I could name the mem- 
bers of the Cabinet when I was fourteen 
months old, and I do know well that a 
psychoanalyst would tell me that it is to 
him I owe my bursting into tears at the 
sight of the flag or a Civil War veteran, 
and that it is to my mother I owe doing 
the same thing at the sight of compatriots 
on the Riviera or in Napoleon’s tomb. 
Many photographs of Mistress Alice 
Longworth do recall how she set the As- 
sociated Press a-flutter some twenty-five 
years ago merely by putting her elbows 
on a dinner table, but as Sam says, it is 
just as well not to go too far in our 
good-natured spoofing of the early part 
of the century, when we consider that it 
was then no trick at all to get a decent 
dry Martini, which is now rarer than a 
day in June. A quiet day and dinner at 
home, and Sam being still away, I did 
telephone a registry for a trained nurse to 
stop the night with me, and her name 
turned out to be Mistress Plouffe, which 
not I nor even a cartoonist could credit. 


po Awake extremely betimes, with 
such an inexplicable craving for 

14 a cold tomato that I did steal 
out to the kitchen before the servants 
were there to get one from the icebox, 
but Lord! in my attempt to peel it, it did 
shoot this way and that out of my grasp 

































































The Crime Club Chooses Its Book of the Month 





until three sides of the wall were bespat- 
tered and I had nought but the dreariest 
morsel remaining to be eaten, and when 
Katie did discover me in my plight her 
laughter was so immoderate that she con- 
tracted the hiccough and the nurse was 
obliged to give her first aid before she 
could put on the coffee. We do live and 
learn, however, and the next time I have 
occasion to peel a tomato, I shall know 
enough to steep it first in hot water. 
Lydia Loomis to luncheon, and she did 
tell me how she had been in Massachu- 
setts stopping at an inn where there was 
a lodge convention and how, when she 
was sitting one morning in the lobby in 
a frock for which she had laid out two 
hundred and thirty-five dollars, not to 
mention her new sables, a woman on 
some entertainment committee had ap- 
proached her and said, “Are you with 
the Elks?” so that now she does not 
feel like paying her dressmakers until 
she is sufficiently ready, which would be 
almost any time, meseems, considering 
the annuity left her by her grandfather, 
and yet when one thinks that Lyd, who 
never reads anything much beyond the 
literature attached to patent medicines, 
can be talked by an insignificant book- 
store salesman into buying a first edition 
of “Alice in Wonderland” for six hundred 
dollars, one cannot but feel that the 
wisest financial act of that shrewd old 
man’s career was tying L.’s income up in 





trust, the only wonder being that he did 
not appoint a commission for her. To 
dinner this night with Cozen Marie, of 
melon, clear soup, soft shell crabs, squab, 
string beans, soufflé potatoes, asparagus 
hollandaise and strawberry ice cream, 
all very fine, but I did righteously skip 
the roast and sweet. 
Baird Leonard. 





AN ACCOUNTANT MIGHT HELP 
“So you are shopping for an adding 
machine?” 
“Yes; poor Junior has been having so 
much trouble with his arithmetic lessons.” 





Give a politician enough rope and 
you'll have a pull. 





The Timid Soul 


Ou, tell me, should I take a chance? 
Her mouth is like a friendly shore 
Some mariner spies—but breakers roar; 

And so, he merely casts a glance, 
While fond hopes sink, but wishes 

soar! 

Oh, tell me, should I take a chance? 
She might not see me any more! 


But how did Whosis conquer France? 
And Moses lead his tourists through 
the sea? 
Her eyes just sparkle with romance— 
Steve Brodie, let your spirit bide with 
me! 
Leonard Bronner, Jr. 





SHe: What makes you so sure he kissed me yesterday? 
Sue: He was around this morning begging me to forgive him. 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


Spokane 
We could use a little rain. 


###Will Heaton, the popular bookseller, 
reports the sale, for a cash consideration, 
of a copy of a book called “The Bridge 
of San Luis Rey.” Will says the book 
must be a hummer, that being the third 
or fourth call he has had for it. 


x Tom Corkery is a candidate for Con- 
gress. This has happened once or twice 
before. 

***Independence Day was observed yes- 
terday with genteel restraint. There was 
some talk of firing Harry Goetz’s brass 
cannon, but nothing came of it. 


***Colonel Tom Aston and his National 
Guard boys are back from American 
Lake, having fought it out on that line 
without having to take all summer. 


« A party of Los Angeles motor tour- 
ists drove over from the Coast the other 
day to find fault with the climate. 


***A man wearing a brown derby was 
seen on Sprague Avenue last Sunday, but 
he turned out to be a bone-dry Repub- 


lican from out Camas Prairie way. 


Stoddard King. 


Montreal 


Exnte Le Messurter and wife, ex-Betty 
Dawes, will be home from their European 
wedding trip the 14th to keep house on 
Holton Avenue. NeicHsorHoop News 
wishes these popular younger settlers the 
cust’mary health, wealth and happiness. 


***Bud and Lena Stillman were visitors 
in the city enroute to their little place 
at Grande Anse. All and sundry remarked 
Lena’s Paris clothes in which she posed 


for pictures at the railroad station. 


&% The stork has been well occupied in 
these parts since the advent of warm 
weather. 


**W. H. (Judge) Taft, formerly of the 
White House, Washington, D. C., 
U.S. A., is summering at Murray Bay as 
usual. 


***Mons. Leo Dandurand, the popular 
race track and hockey club operator, is 





the cynosure of all feminine eyes at Laval 
sur le Lac in his new cream-color golf 
pants, but Odie Cleghorn says the season 
is young yet. Our money, however, stays 
on Mr. Dandurand’s trousers. 


***Sir Arthur Currie, our popular army 
commander, college principal and after- 
dinner speaker, is all better and will be 
right out on the firing line for the big 
football games, as per usual. 


***Ed. Beatty, who is oy oy well 
these days in the C. P. R. offices, has a 
new summer hat pulled down over his 
eyes. 


***Your cor’sp’nd’nt’s young son, with- 
out whose invaluable assistance these 
paragraphs could be written in half the 
time, has gone away for a spell. 

Leslie Roberts. 


Minneapolis 
Mayor Leacw deemed it his sorrowful 
duty to remove Police Chief Brunskill, 
saying that the Chief's health is very, 
very poor. 
***Quite a few local residents spent the 
week-end in our suburb, St. Paul. 


™™* Don’t forget the Lawn Party and 
Card Social given by the Ladies’ Aid of 
the Gospel Church tonite.—Adot. 
***Minneapolis is getting all grown up, 
what with the 30-story Foshay Tower, 
the Northwestern National Bank Build- 
ing, and the 22-story Rand Building, not 
to mention the new $100,000 organ in 
our Auditorium, which 10,000 people 
heard Eddie Dunstedter play not long 
ago. They don’t make organs too big for 
Eddie to handle. 


***Former Chief of Police Brunskill says 
he never felt better in his life. 


Michael Fleming. 


Chicago 
Juttus Rosenwacp, one of the boys 
over at Sears and Roebuck, has donated 
$10,000 to the Hoover campaign fund. Ye 
scribe also wishes to report the receipt 
of fifteen cents to help elect Rogers and 
is awaiting instructions as to what to do 





with same. Also what to say in case ques- 
tioned by the Senate investigating com- 
mittee. 

***Ye ed. is wearing a new straw hat as a 
result of his old one having come in con- 
tact with a baseball which had collided 
with Hack Wilson’s bat. Luckily for the 
baseball, the hat was not on the head at 
the time. 


w* VOTE FOR ROGERS!!!!!!—Ador. 


***A reward of $25 is being offered for 
the thief who stole the landscape garden- 
ing from around the Rock Island station 
at Brainerd. 


***Our. bathing beaches are now officially 
open and in spite of the water being very 
cool yet our virile young men and women 
are daily crowding to the lake front with 
their ukuleles. 

***Several public-spirited citizens would 
like to revive the noble game of fox hunt- 
ing in our midst. Anyone hearing of a 
fox please write in. 

***A good many of the South Side folks 
was treated to quite a big surprise when 
the new bldg. at 64th and Woodlawn 
turned out to be a cathedral instead of a 
filling station. 


a* UP WITH THE JOLLY ROGERS, 
BOYSI!!!!!!—Adovt. 
Asia Kagowan. 


Seattle 


Mayor Bertrua K. Lanoes held a regular 
old-fashioned broom and dust pan house- 
cleaning before she left office at the ex- 
piration of her term. It didn’t seem to 
satisfy Frank Edwards, the new incum- 
bent, as he did some housecleaning on his 
own account right after his inauguration. 


***]. Monk Saunders, formerly of here, 
was in town for the opening of his film 
play, “Wings.” The literary life is the 
stuff, said he. 

***Quijte a few summer tourists have 
been reported as buying post cards, gaso- 
line and groceries the last few days. 


***By unanimous vote the Cafeteria 
Owners Association has gone on record 
as refusing to put signs bearing the motto 
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of the Kiwanis Club, “We Serve,” in 
their windows during the national con- 
vention of that order here. 


***]. Spangler, our genial banker, was 
caught out in a hard shower while wear- 
ing his new straw hat. Jim said he 
thought for a minute that the canal was 
trying to get back to Panama, he being a 


wit like that. Hal Burdick. 


Boston 


A tor of straw hats have been rained on 
hereabouts this season. 


***Tom Mix, the movie actor, was a re- 
cent visitor in town. He was accom- 
panied by a horse whose name we could 
not learn. 

ax There is a public rumor about town 
that some of our State legislators were 
seen slightly intoxicated at the State 
House in April, 1927. We don’t know 
why the rumor-mongers picked out April, 
1927, in particular. 


***Jack Slattery, the popular ex-mgr. of 
the Braves, has taken an ocean trip to 
Europe to get the air. Jack did not have 
to go abroad to get it, however. 


***The life guards at Revere Beach have 
either painted their arms and chests with 
iodine or they got sunburned mighty 
quick. 

***Mal Nichols, the mayor of Boston, 
was in town the other day. 


***The Touraine Hotel has _ been 
scrubbed on the outside by sand blasters 
and many of our inhabitants were sur- 
prised to learn the bricks were colored red. 


a Bossy (Andrew J.) Gillis, the popular 
mayor of our suburb, Newburyport, re- 
cently chopped down and split four elm 
trees on his property and admirers are 
already comparing him with Abraham 


Lincoln. Neal O’Hara. 


Cincinnati 


Turete Hunprep AND SIXTY-THREE DAYS 


till the Fourth of Jul. 


***Our Reds are certainly a big surprise, 
being way up there. We're with you, 
boys, hook, line, and sinker. 


***Rain and fog has been dampening the 
spirits of many. It the low visibility on 
our streets keeps up, quite a number of 
American Mercury subscriptions will be 


discontinued hereabouts 


***®Russ Wilson, our wise and witty dean 
of dramatic critics, is going into politics 


Russ pulls some of the best puns in town, 





so the other candidates better read up, is 
our view. 


gg* Watermelons are in, and it’s a shame 
that the old radio earphones have passed 
out, say we. 


***William Cooper Procter, our popular 
soap dealer, is contemplating doing some 
swimming soon. Bill will make it a point 


to float, too. Tupper Greenwald. 


Omaha 


TWENTIETH STREET is pretty well torn up 
these days. Almost everyone you meet 
says our city is getting to look more and 


more like N. Y. 


ux Big League Scouts: Keep your eye on 
Red Harvel, Cricket fly-hawk. 

***Qur best to Police Chief Pszanowski. 
The name is a terror to evil-doers. 


***The ferry from Detroit, Mich., to 
Windsor, Canada, is only 5c, we have it 
from Glen Eastburn who has returned 
from a business mission in those parts. 


***Sandy Richardson, the big Standard 
Oil man, was out with the lawnmower 
the other evening making the home place 
look fine. 

***Oliver Eldridge met Peggy Joyce in 
Paris and didn’t realize who she was 
until he was in the middle of the At- 
lantic on the way home. 


***The war between the U. S. Govern- 
ment and Henry Kieser over which is the 
right side of the road for Henry’s 
R. F. D. box has entered the fourth year 
with neither side giving in any. 

B. F. Sylvester. 


Detroit 


O. GasriLowitscH who is perhaps among 
Detroit’s best-known musicians is whiling 
the hours away very pleasantly in Europe 
this summer. 

***Ye scribe is driving a real sporty new 
car now, and any pretty pedestrianess 
who will get in touch with this office 
may learn something to her advantage. 
***This is exactly what happened, as 
told by an eye-witness: Homer Guck, 
contact man for the Union Trust Co., 
met a man yesterday whom he didn’t 
know, but the man didn’t know Homer 
didn’t. 


a” We borrowed a pass especially to see 
Babe Ruth, said to be a baseball player 
from New York, knock a homer at 
Navin Field. He didn’t make a hit, and 
walked twice, seemed like a 
mighty deal had gone 
all the trouble of saving that expense 
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***We see Fielding H. (Hurry-Up) Yog 
was given a regular highbrow scholar’, 
degree by a college in West Va., the same 
being his native state. Every year Yog; 
football boys get their college “M’s,” giv. 
ing the coach quite a rep as a man of 
letters. 


***A real nice way of entertaining 4 
friend is to take him for a ride on the 
new escalators at Hudson’s. “Hang the 
expense!” said open-handed Uncle Henry, 
who took ye scribe. “We only live once!” 
Elmer C. Adams. 


Philadelphia 


Japanese beetles are expected in our midst 
any day now for their annual visit, they 
not knowing they wore their welcome out 
the first time. 


***George Horace Lorimer, editor of one 
of NeicHBorHoop News’ esteemed Phila. 
delphia contemporaries, sailed this week 
for Europe, probably to collect those war 
debts in person and in full. 


***Janet Gaynor, formerly of these parts, 
but latterly resident in Hollywood, which 
she says is almost a week’s train ride from 
here, visited her two aunts in this city 
recently. She hadn’t been home in four 
years, except in reel form. She reports 
she is doing nicely in the West. Come 
again, Janet. 

a Will tourists please refrain from eat- 
ing their lunches on the signers’ table in 


Independence Hall.—Advt. 


***Our customs agents regret that in de 
tecting thirty-six bottles of liquor in a 
barrel of pitch consigned here one day re- 
cently, they were forced to break one of 
the bottles. Better luck next time, boys. 
***Dog days will soon be among us and 


we feel sorry for the horses. 
John Forbes. 


Newport 


Cuaruie Kine is able to be up and 
around again after his bachelor dinner. 


***Harry Havemeyer and Art James are 
among our busy commuters, going and 
coming between here and New York on 
Art’s yacht boat which has a number of 
brass bedsteads and baths as well as 2 
radio and large ice box. 

***Many of the summer folks are now 
opening their gardens to the public, most 
of which are a sight. 

***Ken Safe and charming wife ar 
among the week-end influx quite regu 
larly and can be discovered 
the exclusive golfing and swimming circles 
where their popularity is traditional 
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***Many who attended the recent lec- 
ture at the Newport Art Association en- 
joyed the tasty collation which was 
served following the talk, which was on 
art. 

***Before opening “The Breakers,” her 
summer home on Bellevue Avenue, Mrs. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt had to have a wom- 
an in to clean, owing to the large quantity 
of dust which collected while the former 
woman was abroad for two seasons. 


***Glenna Collett, Rhode Island’s popu- 
lar girl golfer, says she is glad to be home 
again from England where she was un- 
able to get any quahaug pie or johnny- 
cakes, also finding the English far behind 
the times in other ways, including goif. 


gx It costs nothing to get your name in 
this column and is well worth it—Advt. 


Lloyd Mayer. 


New York 


Deems Taytor is home from a sojourn 
in shady Italy. 


***Gco. Cohan and Rube Goldberg were 
birthday boys Thursday. 


***Well, 1928 has entered on its second 
half, and if you don’t believe it figure it 
out yourself, 


***Pretty hot rustling items these days 
but the public has got to have news, as 
C. A. Dana used to say. 


***Miss Elspeth Macdufhe of Springfield, 
Mass., has accepted a position with Fred 
Stokes the book publisher. 


ux Independence Day was celebrated 
quietly and sanely on Wednesday. Lire’s 
campaign had a lot to do with it. 


***Prohibition went into effect nine years 
ago Monday, the anniversary being fit- 
tingly observed in our thriving burg. 
***“Ts William Beebe your son?” some- 
body asked Chas. Beebe late last Sunday 
afternoon. “Yes, sir,’ observed Chas., 
with a twinkle in his eye, “that’s my 
Beebe.” 


***Sam’l Hopkins Adams and wife en- 
tertained Mr. and Mrs. Atherton Har- 
lan and others from N. Y. at his Auburn 
estate, Charlie Osborne Auburn’s mayor 
being among the invited guests. 


***Joe Proskauer our popular judge is 


back from Houston. Last spring he in- 
vited ye ed. to go with him, but he either 
didn't mean it or forgot about same, so, 
not liking to trifle with our luck, we 
didn't remind him. Joe is well pleased 
with the Democratic nominee, is his 
summary. 


Franklin P. Adams. 
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Sue: Just a dash of the gin, Freddie—to flavor the tea. 





The Modern Home According 
to Popular Songs 


It’s a blue heaven—a love nest—a garden 
spot, with birds in the trees and a song 
on the breeze... . . It’s just a cottage small 
by a waterfall—a castle in Spain—a rick- 
ety, rackety shack by a ruggedy, rockety 
road—where I stood with my girlie when 
the dew was pearly early... ..It’s God’s 











A Batt Game in Hew 
Cuaron: What do you think of my game, 
Satan? 

Merntstorneces: Terrible; you'd better go 
back to the Styx! 





own shelter down on the delta—where 
they say hello and they mean hello..... 
It’s a coconut hut on the Florida shore— 
where the grass is tall and your cares are 
small.....It’s the home of my sunset 
dreams—a cabin in Kentucky—a little 
nest that’s nestled where the roses bloom 
—a sunny acre away down South in 
heaven—where you hear the rustlin’ corn 
and birds a-singing in the early morn. 
....It’s just a cottage small and plain 
at the end of a winding lane—where but- 
terflies all flutter up and kiss each little 
buttercup... . .It’s a cozy little bungalow 
just built for two, and maybe three... .. 
It’s a little gray home in the West—where 
moonbeams are creeping and flowers all 
are sleeping, and birds make music all 
day.....Yes, sir, I'll say it’s just my 
sweet Carolina, Indiana, California, Mis- 
sissippi, no-place-like, HOME. 
Vincent Clark Odell. 





PUT THIS IN YOUR PLATFORM, 
WILL 
“Wat about Will Rogers for Presi- 
dent?” 


“Well 


er—not if he chooses to pun.” 





Freovent marriers will be inter- 
ested to learn that the Baumes 
law the fourth offense means life. 


under 
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SPORTSMEN and SPORTS 





The Olympics 


THe patriotic idea 
that our track and 
field athletes will 
waltz to victory in 


the Olympic Games 
at Amsterdam 
is based on the same 
logic that led the 
tabled farmer to pre 
/\ > dict, in the midst of 
\ @o> a steady downpour, 
that it would stop 
raining. What made him think it would 
stop raining? “Well, it always has.” 

However, farmers have been fooled 
from time to time and there’s a catch in 
it, anyway. It is rather doubtful that the 
United States won all previous Olympic 
Games. Probably nobody knows who 
really did win them. Our athletes cer- 
tainly won the track and field champion- 
ships, but the “Olympic Games” include 
a number of sports that are considered 
null and void, or even non compos 
mentis, on this side of the Atlantic. This 
includes archery, field hockey, bowling- 
on-the-green and, for all this observer 
knows to the contrary, tatting, banting, 
tossing the caber and group singing. 

Our singing is not so good. This was 
admitted even before Rotary Club lunch- 
eons proved it. We have never competed 
in Olympic archery contests and so we 
lost all those events, as Babe Ruth puts 
it, “by defunct.” We have always trailed 
in the winter sports section of the 
Olympic program. When wrestling, box- 
ing, rowing, horseback-riding and yacht- 
ing are counted in—all of them regularly 
listed as Olympic sports — the winning 
nation becomes a complete mystery. 

We persist, however, in regarding the 
Olympic Games as an international track 
and field meet. On that basis, it is cor- 
rect to say that we have been consistent 
winners. Even so, our margin of victory 
in the more recent Olympic Games has 
been cut down considerably. 

For instance, in the Olympic Games at 
Paris in 1924, there were eight flat races 
ranging from 100 meters to the marathon 
distance. How many of these were won 
by United States runners? Well, a man 
could count the United States victories on 
his thumbs and still have one thumb free 








to stick in his eye. 
shar a Ball « 


flat; j on nOL capture 
the 200-meter event. Jolly old England 
and frozen Finland took care of the other 
flat races on the program. 

It wasn't fatal, of course, but it was 


annoying. We scored enough victories 





ind places in the field events to “win 
the Olympic championship” and we are 
still strong in the field events. We are 


stronger than all other nations combined | dragged 


7 ‘ 
One victory on the | prospect at least, has a fine chance to get 
. ! . s/f ' . 


| & dla Gilt lui aul. 

The United States hasn’t won a mara- 
thon victory since Johnny Hayes defeated 
Pietro Dorando at London in 1904 in a 
finish that nearly precipitated the World 
War ten years before all hands 
ready for it. It will be remembered that 
Dorando, who was leading the field, col 
lapsed near the finish line and had to be 


eaVadi v aa 


were 


across by able-bodied com- 


in the jumping events, the pole vault, the | patriots. He was therefore disqualified by 


weights and the hurdles. 

Even figuring that our flat runners 
will have to face Douglas Lowe of Eng 
land, Seraphin Martin of France, Peltzer, 
Kornig, Houben and others of Germany, 


the officials, and Hayes, who came in 
second, was declared the winner. 

that Mussolini is dic- 
that another Italian were disquali- 
hed for so paltry a reason. The Olympic 


Suppose 
tator 


now 


Wide of Sweden and Nurmi, Ritola and | Games would be converted into a contest 


Steenroos of Fin-| 
land, we should do| 
much better on the 
flat at Amsterdam | 
than we did at Paris. | 
For one thing, we 
have a wonderful 
group of sprinters 
for the 100-meter 
and 200-meter 

=. f' dashes. Then again, 
Lloyd Hahn has 

come forward as a middle-distance man 
capable of swapping strides with the 
best of the fast-flying foreigners. And 
finally, Joie Ray has blossomed out as a 
remarkable marathon runner and, in 





between uniformed athletes with bayonets 


fixed. John Kieran. 








BETWEEN ME AND YOU 
Ir I were you 
I wouldn’t do 
A thing 
You tell me 
You would do 
If you were I. 


Wilson Micks. 





A Micnican quartet, separated for 
twenty-five years, have been reunited. 


Somebody neglected his duty. 












































Victim’s SeconD: Don’t ease up, kid. Just keep in touch with him! 
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How to Clean Up in Wall Street 


Susscrise for half a dozen financial news- 
papers and a couple of tipping services. 

Get acquainted with someone who has 
a friend whose cousin knows a fellow 
connected with a financial house 

Make a careful study of the market 
letters issued by all the brokerage firms. 

Watch the ticker each day in order to 
get the “feel” of the market. 

Figure out at the end of each day how 
much money you would have made had 
you bought or sold Radio or General Mo- 
tors at the right moment. 





Get 
which, if you hold a block of cach, can 
not fail to yield you a handsome profit 
in the aggregate. 


into Liberty Bonds D. ¢ 





A Long Run on Broadway 


“Gor one in Row D tor Thursday?” 
“All sold out for Thursday.” 
“How about Friday?” 
“Nothing tor Friday. I can give you 
one in X for a week from Monday.” 
“On the aisle?” 
“No; in the middle of the row.” 
“I’m afraid that won't do.” 


(As the motorist leaves the box-office 
window he is accosted by a speculator.) 


“I can give you one in D for Thurs- 
day.” 

“How much?” 

“Three dollars.” 

“Three dollars! For a fifty-cent ticket!” 

“Take it or leave it.” 

“Give me it. I’ve got to get parking 
space for my car for Thursday.” 

Bill Sykes. 





One thing we haven’t seen yet is 
a vest-pocket flask. 
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AMERICAN Tourist (at the Tower of London): Snappy costumes on these ushers, all right, 


but they don’t seem as 


polite as ours at home. 


" ’ diverciGed liet af spctatiies | 


And then put every nickel you own | 
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MRS. PEP’S DIARY 





Lay late, pondering this and that, 


June 
: in especial how cdifhcult ut us tor 
13 females with any considerable 
personality always to conduct themselves 
as gentlewomen, and that manutacturers 
of bathroom fixtures should be prohib- 


ited by statute from making white opaque 
tumblers which one must plumb to gauge 
the depth of water or hold to a light to 
determine whether a tablet has melted, 
and then to the publick prints, now filled 
with the doings of the Republican Con- 
vention, but Lord! there is no zest to the 
details, methinks, as in the days when 
political slogans were fighting words, and 
a man of my father’s dignity donned a 
linen ulster with a top hat and marched 
through the publick streets carrying a torch 
beside his fellow citizens with no idea 
soever that both his zeal and apparel 
might be termed ridiculous. But he was 
always deeply concerned with what went 
on at Washington, and would often tell, 
to my mother’s embarrassment and dis- 
couragement, that I could name the mem- 
bers of the Cabinet when I was fourteen 
months old, and I do know well that a 
sig yee ye would tell me that it is to 

im I owe my bursting into tears at the 
sight of the flag or a Civil War veteran, 
and that it is to my mother I owe doing 
the same thing at the sight of compatriots 
on the Riviera or in Napoleon’s tomb. 
Many photographs of Mistress Alice 
Longworth do recall how she set the As- 
sociated Press a-flutter some twenty-five 
years ago merely by putting her elbows 
on a dinner table, but as Sam says, it is 
just as well not to go too far in our 
good-natured spoofing of the early part 
of the century, when we consider that it 
was then no trick at all to get a decent 
dry Martini, which is now rarer than a 
day in June. A quiet day and dinner at 
home, and Sam being still away, I did 
telephone a registry for a trained nurse to 
stop the night with me, and her name 
turned out to be Mistress Plouffe, which 
not I nor even a cartoonist could credit. 


Jun Awake extremely betimes, with 
such an inexplicable craving for 

14 4 cold tomato that I did steal 
out to the kitchen before the servants 
were there to get one from the icebox, 
but Lord! in my attempt to peel it, it did 
shoot this way and that out of my grasp 
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The Crime Club Chooses Its Book of the Month 





until three sides of the wall were bespat- 
tered and I had nought but the dreariest 
morsel remaining to be eaten, and when 
Katie did discover me in my plight her 
laughter was so immoderate that she con- 
tracted the hiccough and the nurse was 
obliged to give her first aid before she 
could put on the coffee. We do live and 
learn, however, and the next time I have 
occasion to peel a tomato, | shall know 
enough to steep it first in hot water. 
Lydia Loomis to luncheon, and she did 
tell me how she had been in Massachu- 
setts stopping at an inn where there was 
a lodge convention and how, when she 
was sitting one morning in the lobby in 
a frock for which she had laid out two 
hundred and thirty-five dollars, not to 
mention her new sables, a woman on 
some entertainment committee had ap- 
proached her and said, “Are you with 
the Elks?” so that now she does not 
feel like paying her dressmakers until 
she is sufficiently ready, which would be 
almost any time, meseems, considering 
the annuity left her by her grandfather, 
and yet when one thinks that Lyd, who 
never reads anything much beyond the 
literature attached to patent medicines, 
can be talked by an insignificant book- 
store salesman into buying a first edition 
of “Alice in Wonderland”’ for six hundred 
dollars, one cannot but feel that the 
wisest financial act of that shrewd old 
man’s career was tying L.’s income up in 





} 
trust, the only wonder being that he did 


not appoint a commission for her. To 
dinner this night with Cozen Marie, of 
melon, clear soup, soft shell crabs, squab, 
string beans, soufflé potatoes, asparagus 
hollandaise and strawberry ice cream, 
all very fine, but I did righteously skip 
the roast and sweet. 


Baird Leonard. 





AN ACCOUNTANT MIGHT HELP 
“So you are shopping for an adding 
machine?” 
“Yes; poor Junior has been having so 
much trouble with his arithmetic lessons.” 





Give a politician enough rope and 


you'll have a pull. 





The Timid Soul 


Ou, tell me, should I take a chance? 
Her mouth is like a friendly shore 
Some mariner spies—but breakers roar; 

And so, he merely casts a glance, 

While fond hopes sink, but wishes 
soar! 

Oh, tell me, should I take a chance? 
She might not see me any more! 


But how did Whosis conquer France? 
And Moses lead his tourists through 
the sea? 
Her eyes just sparkle with romance— 
Steve Brodie, let your spirit bide with 
me! 


Leonard Bronner, Jr. 
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SHE: What makes you so sure he kissed me yesterday? 
Sue: He was around this morning begging me to forgive him. 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


Spokane 
We could use a little rain. 


1 
***Will Heaton, the popular bookseller, 
reports the sale, for a cash consideration, 
of a copy of a book called “The Bridge 
of San Luis Rey.” Will says the book 
must be a hummer, that being the third 
or fourth call he has had for it. 


«7 Tom Corkery is a candidate for Con- 
gress. This has happened once or twice 
before. 


***Independence Day was observed yes- 
terday with genteel restraint. There was 
some talk of firing Harry Goetz’s brass 
cannon, but nothing came of it. 


***Colonel Tom Aston and his National 
Guard boys are back from American 
Lake, having fought it out on that line 
without having to take all summer. 


u* A party of Los Angeles motor tour- 
ists drove over from the Coast the other 
day to find fault with the climate. 


***A man. wearing a brown derby was 
seen on Sprague Avenue last Sunday, but 
he turned out to be a bone-dry Repub- 


lican from out Camas Prairie way. 


Stoddard King. 


Montreal 


Ernie Le Messurier and wife, ex-Betty 
Dawes, will be home from their European 
wedding trip the 14th to keep house on 
Holton Avenue. NeicHBsorHoop News 
wishes these popular younger settlers the 
cust’mary health, wealth and happiness. 


***Bud and Lena Stillman were visitors 
in the city enroute to their little place 
at Grande Anse. Ail and sundry remarked 
Lena’s Paris clothes in which she posed 
for pictures at the railroad station. 


@* The stork has been well occupied in 
these parts since the advent of warm 
weather. 

***W. H. (Judge) Taft, formerly of the 
White House, Washington, D. C., 


U. S. A., is summering at Murray Bay as 
usual. 


***Mons. Leo Dandurand, the popular 
race track and hockey club operator, fis 





the cynosure of all feminine eyes at Laval 
sur le Lac in his new cream-color golf 
pants, but Odie Cleghorn says the season 
is young yet. Our money, however, stays 
on Mr. Dandurand’s trousers. 


***Sir Arthur Currie, our popular army 
commander, college principal and after- 
dinner speaker, is all better and will be 
right out on the firing line for the big 
football games, as per usual. 


***Ed. Beatty, who is doing pretty well 
these days in the C. P. R. offices, has a 
rew summer hat pulled down over his 
eyes. 


***Your cor’sp’nd’nt’s young son, with- 
out whose invaluable assistance these 
paragraphs could be written in half the 
time, has gone away for a spell. 

Leslie Roberts. 


Minneapolis 
Mayor Leacuw deemed it his sorrowful 
duty to remove Police Chief Brunskill, 
saying that the Chief’s health is very, 
very poor. 
***Quite a few local residents spent the 
week-end in our suburb, St. Paul. 


&* Don’t forget the Lawn Party and 
Card Social given by the Ladies’ Aid of 
the Gospel Church tonite.—Advt. 
***Minneapolis is getting all grown up, 
what with the 30-story Foshay Tower, 
the Northwestern National Bank Build- 
ing, and the 22-story Rand Building, not 
to mention the new $100,000 organ in 
our Auditorium, which 10,000 people 
heard Eddie Dunstedter play not long 
ago. They don’t make organs too big for 
Eddie to handle. 


***Former Chief of Police Brunskill says 
he never felt better in his life. 


Michael Fleming. 





Chicago 
Juttus Rosenwarp, one of the boys 
over at Sears and Roebuck, has donated 
$10,000 to the Hoover campaign fund. Ye 
scribe also wishes to report the receipt 
of fifteen cents to help elect Rogers and 
is awaiting instructions as to what to do 





with same. Also what to say in case ques- 
tioned by the Senate investigating com- 
mittee. 

***Ye ed. is wearing a new straw hat as a 
result of his old one having come in con- 
tact with a baseball which had collided 
with Hack Wilson’s bat. Luckily for the 
baseball, the hat was not on the head at 
the time. 


w* VOTE FOR ROGERS!!!!!!—Adot. 


***A reward of $25 is being offered for 
the thief who stole the landscape garden- 
ing from around the Rock Island station 
at Brainerd. 


***Our bathing beaches are now officially 
open and in spite of the water being very 
cool yet our virile young men and women 
are daily crowding to the lake front with 
their ukuleles. 

***Several public-spirited citizens would 
like to revive the noble game of fox hunt- 
ing in our midst. Anyone hearing of a 
fox please write in. 


ee 


A good many of the South Side folks 
was treated to quite a big surprise when 
the new bldg. at 64th and Woodlawn 
turned out to be a cathedral instead of a 
filling station. 


w* UP WITH THE JOLLY ROGERS, 
Advt. 





Asia Kagowan. 


Seattle 


Mayor Bertua K. Lanoes held a regular 
old-fashioned broom and dust pan house- 
cleaning before she left office at the ex- 
piration of her term. It didn’t seem to 
satisfy Frank Edwards, the new incum- 
bent, as he did some housecleaning on his 
own account right after his inauguration. 


***]. Monk Saunders, formerly of here, 
was in town for the opening of his film 
play, “Wings.” The literary life is the 
stuff, said he. 

***Quite a few summer tourists have 
been reported as buying post cards, gaso- 
line and groceries the last few days. 


***By unanimous vote the Cafeteria 
Owners Association has gone on record 
as refusing to put signs bearing the motto 
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of the Kiwanis Club, “We Serve,” in 
their windows during the national con- 
vention of that order here. 


***]. Spangler, our genial banker, was 
caught out in a hard shower while wear- 
ing his new straw hat. Jim said he 
thought for a minute that the canal was 
trying to get back to Panama, he being a 


wit like that. Hal Burdick. 


Boston 


A tor of straw hats have been rained on 
hereabouts this season. 


***Tom Mix, the movie actor, was a re- 
cent visitor in town. He was accom- 
panied by a horse whose name we could 
not learn. 


ax There is a public rumor about town 
that some of our State legislators were 
seen slightly intoxicated at the State 
House in April, 1927. We don’t know 
why the rumor-mongers picked out April, 
1927, in particular. 


***Jack Slattery, the popular ex-mgr. of 
the Braves, has taken an ocean trip to 
Europe to get the air. Jack did not have 
to go abroad to get it, however. 


***The life guards at Revere Beach have 
either painted their arms and chests with 
iodine or they got sunburned mighty 
quick. 

***Mal Nichols, the mayor of Boston, 
was in town the other day. 


***The Touraine Hotel has _ been 
scrubbed on the outside by sand blasters 
and many of our inhabitants were sur- 
prised to learn the bricks were colored red. 


a Bossy (Andrew J.) Gillis, the popular 
mayor of our suburb, Newburyport, re- 
cently chopped down and split four elm 
trees on his property and admirers are 
already comparing him with Abraham 


Lincoln. Neal O’Hara. 


Cincinnati 
Turee Hunprep AND SIXTY-THREE DAYS 
till the Fourth of Jul. 


***Our Reds are certainly a big surprise, 
being way up there. We're with you, 
boys, hook, line, and sinker. 

***Rain and fog has been dampening the 
spirits of many. If the low visibility on 
our streets keeps up, quite a number of 
American Mercury subscriptions will be 
discontinued hereabouts. 


***Russ Wilson, our wise and witty dean 
of dramatic critics, is going into politics. 
Russ pulls some of the best puns in town, 


so the other candidates better read up, is 
our view. 


gg~ Watermelons are in, and it’s a shame 
that the old radio earphones have passed 
out, say we. 


***William Cooper Procter, our popular 
soap dealer, is contemplating doing some 
swimming soon. Bill will make it a point 


to float, too. Tupper Greenwald. 


Omaha 


TWENTIETH STREET is pretty well torn up 
these days. Almost everyone you meet 
says our city is getting to look more and 


more like N. Y. 


a Big League Scouts: Keep your eye on 
Red Harvel, Cricket fly-hawk. 


***Our best to Police Chief Pszanowski. 
The name is a terror to evil-doers. 


***The ferry from Detroit, Mich., to 
Windsor, Canada, is only 5c, we have it 
from Glen Eastburn who has returned 
from a business mission in those parts. 

***Sandy Richardson, the big Standard 
Oil man, was out with the lawnmower 
the other evening making the home place 


look fine. 


***Oliver Eldridge met Peggy Joyce in 
Paris and didn’t realize who she was 
until he was in the middle of the At- 
lantic on the way home. 


***The war between the U. S. Govern- 
ment and Henry Kieser over which is the 
right side of the road for Henry’s 
R. F. D. box has entered the fourth year 
with neither side giving in any. 

B. F. Sylvester. 


Detroit 


O. GasriLowITscH who is perhaps among 
Detroit’s best-known musicians is whiling 
the hours away very pleasantly in Europe 
this summer. 


***Ye scribe is driving a real sporty new 
car now, and any pretty pedestrianess 
who will get in touch with this office 
may learn something to her advantage. 


***This is exactly what happened, as 
told by an eye-witness; Homer Guck, 
contact man for the Union Trust Co., 
met a man yesterday whom he didn’t 
know, but the man didn’t know Homer 
didn’t. 

uw We borrowed a pass especially to see 
Babe Ruth, said to be a baseball player 
from New York, knock a homer at 
Navin Field. He didn’t make a hit, and 
walked twice, which seemed like a 
mighty raw deal after we had gone to 
all the trouble of saving that expense. 














***We see Fielding H. (Hurry-Up) Yost 
was given a regular highbrow scholar’s 
degree by a college in West Va., the same 
being his native state. Every year Yost’s 
football boys get their college “‘M’s,” giv- 
ing the coach quite a rep as a man of 
letters. 


***A real nice way of entertaining a 
friend is to take him for a ride on the 
new escalators at Hudson’s. “Hang the 
expense!”’ said open-handed Uncle Henry, 
who took ye scribe. “We only live once!” 
Elmer C. Adams. 


Philadelphia 


JAPANEsE beetles are expected in our midst 
any day now for their annual visit, they 
not knowing they wore their welcome out 
the first time. 


***George Horace Lorimer, editor of one 
of NeicHBorHoop News’ esteemed Phila- 
delphia contemporaries, sailed this week 
for Europe, probably to collect those war 
debts in person and in full. 


***Janet Gaynor, formerly of these parts, 
but latterly resident in Hollywood, which 
she says is almost a week’s train ride from 
here, visited her two aunts in this city 
recently. She hadn’t been home in four 
years, except in reel form. She reports 
she is doing nicely in the West. Come 
again, Janet. 

a Will tourists please refrain from eat- 
ing their lunches on the signers’ table in 


Independence Hall.—Advt. 


***Our customs agents regret that in de- 
tecting thirty-six bottles of liquor in a 
barrel of pitch consigned here one day re- 
cently, they were forced to break one of 
the bottles. Better luck next time, boys. 


***Dog days will soon be among us and 
we feel sorry for the horses. 


John Forbes. 


Newport 


Cuarutie Kine is able to be up and 
around again after his bachelor dinner. 


***Harry Havemeyer and Art James are 
among our busy commuters, going and 
coming between here and New York on 
Art’s yacht boat which has a number of 
brass bedsteads and baths as well as a 
radio and large ice box. 


***Many of the summer folks are now 
opening their gardens to the public, most 
of which are a sight. 


***Ken Safe and charming wife are 
among the week-end influx quite regu- 
larly and can be discovered moving in 
the exclusive golfing and swimming circles 
where their popularity is traditional. 
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***Many who attended the recent lec- 
ture at the Newport Art Association en- 
joyed the tasty collation which was 
served following the talk, which was on 
art. 


***Before opening “The Breakers,” her 
summer home on Bellevue Avenue, Mrs. 
Cornelius Vanderbilt had to have a wom- 
an in to clean, owing to the large quantity 
of dust which collected while the fprmer 
woman was abroad for two te 


***Glenna Collett, Rhode Island’s popu- 
lar girl golfer, says she is glad to be home 
again from England where she was un- 
able to get any quahaug pie or johnny- 
cakes, also finding the English far behind 
the times in other ways, including golf. 


gx It costs nothing to get your name in 
this column and is well worth it.—Adot. 


Lloyd Mayer. 


New York 


Deems Tay or is home from a sojourn 


in shady Italy. 


***Geo. Cohan and Rube Goldberg were 
birthday boys Thursday. 


***Well, 1928 has entered on its second 
half, and if you don’t believe it figure it 
out yourself. 


***Pretty hot rustling items these days 
but the public has got to have news, as 
C. A. Dana used to say. 


***Miss Elspeth Macdufhe of Springfield, 
Mass., has accepted a position with Fred 
Stokes the book publisher. 


ax Independence Day was celebrated 
quietly and sanely on Wednesday. Lire’s 
campaign had a lot to do with it. 


***Prohibition went into effect nine years 
ago Monday, the anniversary being fit- 
tingly observed in our thriving burg. 


****Ts William Beebe your son?” some- 
body asked Chas. Beebe late last Sunday 
afternoon. “Yes, sir,” observed Chas., 
with a twinkle in his eye, “that’s my 
Beebe.” 


***Sam’l Hopkins Adams and wife en- 
tertained Mr. and Mrs. Atherton Har- 
lan and others from N. Y. at his Auburn 
estate, Charlie Osborne Auburn’s mayor 
being among the invited guests. 


***Joe Proskauer our popular judge is 
back from Houston. Last spring he in- 
vited ye ed. to go with him, but he either 
didn’t mean it or forgot about same, so, 
not liking to trifle with our luck, we 
didn’t remind him. Joe is well pleased 
with the Democratic nominee, is his 
summary. 


Franklin P. Adams. 
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Sue: Just a dash of the gin, Freddie—to flavor the tea. 





The Modern Home According 
to Popular Songs 


It’s a blue heaven—a love nest—a garden 
spot, with birds in the trees and a song 
on the breeze... . . It’s just a cottage small 
by a waterfall—a castle in Spain—a rick- 
ety, rackety shack by a ruggedy, rockety 
road—where I stood with my girlie when 
the dew was pearly early... ..It’s God's 

















A Batt Game In HELL 


CHARON: What do you think of my game, 
Satan? 
MEPHISTOPHELES: Terrible; you'd better go 
back to the Styx! 





own shelter down on the delta—where 
they say hello and they mean hello..... 
It’s a coconut hut on the Florida shore— 
where the grass is tall and your cares are 
small.....It’s the home of my sunset 
dreams—a cabin in Kentucky—a little 
nest that’s nestled where the roses bloom 
—a sunny acre away down South in 
heaven—where you hear the rustlin’ corn 
and birds a-singing in the early morn. 
....It’s just a cottage small and plain 
at the end of a winding lane—where but- 
terflies all flutter up and kiss each little 
buttercup... ..It’s a cozy little bungalow 
just built for two, and maybe three... .. 
It’s a little gray home in the West—where 
moonbeams are creeping and flowers all 
are sleeping, and birds make music all 
Oe Yes, sir, I'll say it’s just my 
sweet Carolina, Indiana, California, Mis- 
sissippi, no-place-like, HOME. 
Vincent Clark Odell. 





PUT THIS IN YOUR PLATFORM, 
WILL 
“Wat about Will Rogers for Presi- 
dent?” 
“‘Well—er—not if he chooses to pun.” 





FREQUENT marriers will be inter- 
ested to learn that under the Baumes 
law the fourth offense means life. 






































































































































**T Am the Captain of My Soul ” 
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How Mr. Wrench Passed 
the Bus 


SurRounpeED by reporters and cameramen, 
Homer G. Wrench of 89 East 132nd 
Street, the Bronx, told how he passed a 
bus on the Boston Post Road between 
Mamaroneck and Port Chester. 

“I started out alone to go to Rye,” Mr. 
Wrench said. “For some reason the road 
was fairly clear of traffic. Nearing Ma- 
maroneck, I caught up with a Boston- 
bound bus and saw a chance to pass it. 
I decided to take the risk. 

“I turned out, pressing on the accel- 
erator, and shot ahead until I was abreast 
of the last window of the bus, where I 
stayed for several moments until I could 
see how the unusual strain was affecting 
my car. Apparently it was equal to the 
ordeal, and so in a few minutes, by push- 
ing the accelerator to the floor, I was, able 
to get opposite the rear wheels of the bus. 
I fought desperately to keep this distinct 
lead, but undoubtedly would have given 
up even then had I not been cheered on 
by two young men in the next to the last 
seat of the coach who played furiously on 
their ukuleles and sang songs of encour- 
agement. 

“A passenger in the seat ahead sud- 
denly opened the window and shouted, 
‘I think you can make it; the driver is 
blowing his nose.’ Accordingly I turned 
the knob to a richer mixture and, opening 
the throttle, fairly flew ahead, passing 
several windows of the bus until I judged 
I was about midway of its length. 

“Suddenly we struck a long down- 
grade, and seeing my opportunity I 
opened up everything, gradually passing 


window after window along the immense | 








“Would you mind taking the putter and 
holing out, Johnson? I'd like to make this 


one in six.” 
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Basing his judgment on what the magazines in his reception room have 
to say, the dentist lets off a little campaign enthusiasm. 





sweep of the bus, until I came abreast 
of the driver’s seat. With victory in sight 
my oil gauge showed that my engine was 
likely to fail me, but, carried along by 
that last downhill impetus, I hung on. 

“I took off my hat and threw it out 
of the car. I advanced an inch. I threw 
out my coat. Half a foot ahead. Away 
went my shoes. Three inches gained. My 
vest I jettisoned for a mere inch and a 
half. With the reckless daring of a man 
who decides to wager all, I hung grimly 
to the wheel with one hand and, turning, 
threw from the back of the car rapidly 
one rack robe, my wife’s umbrella, 
Junior’s rubbers, a combined cigarette 
holder and mother-of-pearl ash tray, and 
last winter’s tire chains. 





“Relieved of this burden the car forged 
ahead. Steadily, gradually, I drew away 
from the bus. Cowl, hood, fenders, bump- 
ers—I was ahead. An extra squeeze from 
the accelerator and a turn to the intake 
and I was flying ahead. From behind 
came the faint sound of the ukuleles and 
the cheer of my friend. 

“I had passed my first bus. But I was 
in Port Chester. Triumphantly I turned 
and retraced the few miles to Rye.” 


Richard H. Anthony. 





NOT YET OUT OF DANGER 

“How’s your wife coming along with 
her driving?” 

“She took a turn for the worst Iast 
week,” 






































“The Lion and the Mouse”’ 


THe Warner brothers are the pioneers 
in the talking movie field and, as such, 
they are expected to make the mistakes 
by which other and less enterprising pro- 
ducers will profit. They have made many 
mistakes—glaringly obvious ones—in 
“Tenderloin,” “Glorious Betsy” and now 
“The Lion and the Mouse.”’ At the same 
time, they have made enormous strides, 
while the other magnates (with the ex- 
ception of Mr. Fox) were holding back 
timidly, waiting for the path to be beaten 
and the trail to be blazed; the Warners 
have shown vision and courage, and I 
hope they will have their reward this side 
of heaven. 

“The Lion and the Mouse” is really an 
awful picture. Judged by any of the 
standards in the Critics’ Bureau of 
Weights and Measures, it ranks down 
among the punkest ever released. And 
yet, in its case, the old critical standards 
don’t quite work. 

For here is something new; here, in 





fact, is the human voice to dispel the tradi- 
tional silence of the silent drama. When 
Lionel Barrymore speaks in “The Lion 
and the Mouse” (his voice hardly rises 
above a whisper) you realize as never 
before the enormous effectiveness of this 
new device for luring cash customers to 
the box-office. And by the way, I have 
been working for days on a joke about 
“The Lionel and the Mouth,” but I 
haven’t got very far with it as yet. Per- 
haps by next week I shall have whipped 
it into shape. 


Mucu of the dialogue in “The Lion and 
the Mouse” is ham, but it is not nearly 
so bad in this respect as were the previous 
Vitaphone films. Some of the lines, not- 
ably those spoken by Mr. Barrymore, 
ring remarkably true. 

I’m glad to note that the Messrs. War- 
ner have on their staff a writer who 
knows how to compose dialogue. He is 
Robert Lord, whose excellent “Holly- 
wood Idyls” have appeared frequently in 


LIFE. 








SumMMER FIsHERMAN (fo wife): I caught a fine three-pound trout today—a beauty. 
Wire: Where is it? 
FIsHERMAN: The mosquitoes ate it before I could get it home. 








“The Street of Sin” 


THE Most recent Emil Jannings picture 
has been freely panned by the critics, and 
appears to be none too popular with the 
public, so perhaps I am wrong in report- 
ing that “The Street of Sin” is intensely 
interesting, and by no means unworthy 
of its distinguished star. 

Its story, of a burly Limehouse crook 
who finds redemption in death, is not 
what you would call probable; but this 
doesn’t seem to me to matter much. The 
acting, by Mr. Jannings and Olga Bakla- 
nova, and Mauritz Stiller’s direction 
manage to keep the thing moving and 
to keep it charged with a high degree of 
dramatic excitement. 

There is, moreover, an unobtrusive 
performance by Ernest W. Johnson which 
deserves to be remembered as one of the 
fine achievements of truthful simplicity 
in characterization on the screen. 


“Ladies of the Mob” 


Tue Fact that Clara Bow is a pretty good 
actress is generally lost sight of in the 
masses of intimate lingerie which sur- 
round this petite star (except on those 
frequent occasions when she takes the 
lingerie off, and then her ability isn’t 
apparent, either). 

In “Ladies of the Mob” she has an 
unusual opportunity—as a gunman’s moll 
—and she handles it expertly and with 
considerable conviction. She proves her 
thighs are not necessarily the most impor- 
tant feature of her histrionic equipment. 

“Ladies of the Mob” is another crook 
picture (there have been swarms of them 
lately), and one of the best. It was directed 
by William Wellman, from a story by 
Ernest Booth—this being the first time, 
to my knowledge, that a story from the 
American Mercury has reached the screen. 

If Mr. Mencken ever sees the picture, 
he will probably groan with anguish over 
the sentimentality that has been injected. 
But those of us who sit in at all the 
movies, week after week, don’t object to 
sentimentality very strenuously any more. 


We eat it up. R. E. Sherwood. 





(The Confidential Guide to current 


movies will be found on Page 26.) 





BON VOYEUR 
Firnt: When I’m in Paris I expect to 
see the Folies-Bergére. 
Dint: Well, goodbye and good look. 





Succestep designation for college 
publications: “The Student Prints.” 
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Ais Open Letter to the Secretary 
of the Navy 


Dear SECRETARY: 

Everything out here in California 
(“Where Life is Better’—Californians, 
Inc.) is about the same as when you left 
San Francisco. ' 

They are still conducting your Bible 
Class down at the church, and once in a 
while some Native Son recalls those great 
bedtime stories you used to write. 

If the Democrats should win this year 
and you lost your job I think you would 
have no trouble signing on as “Big 
Brother Wilbur” or “Uncle Curt,” or 
something like that for half an hour with 
the kiddies of radioland every afternoo 

But what I wanted to say, Mr. Secretary 
was that you have disappointed us, in 
a way, as oo of the Navy Department. 

A couple of battleships just came into 
our harbor and we see that the sailors 
still are wearing those awfully tight pants. 

Mr. Secretary, you used to be Chief 
Justice of our State Supreme Court, and 
you know what justice means. Is there 
one iota of justice, or even one per cent 
of one iota, in making our sailor laddies 
wear breeches so tight that they can’t 
carry a can of tobacco without ruining 
their silhouettes? Think what it means 
when a sailor drops a quarter or a half- 
dollar! If he doesn’t stoop over and pick 
it up he’s broke. If he does he is running 
the risk of startling developments. 

It is a false sense of economy that 
makes our Government so stingy with 
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He: I don’t know what it is—maybe my ancestors were pirates, or something—but every 
time I go out in a boat like this I hear the call of the sea. 





blue cloth. Look at the money that is 
spent on soldiers’ pants. If Secretary of 
War Davis can kid Congress into letting 
him have enough money to buy baggy 
pants for the troops, surely you ought to 
ask for enough in the Navy budget to 
give the sailors an extra inch or so of 
pants goods. 

I am against the 5-5-3 ratio—five yards 
for soldiers, five for marines and three for 
sailors. And I had hoped that as soon as 
you became Secretary of the Navy you 
would do something about it. 

It looks like a great issue for some other 
party to pounce on. 

“Bigger Pants for Sailors!” 

There is a campaign slogan. I am go- 
ing to suggest it to Mr. Will Rogers. 

I'll bet if you had to wear tight pants 
such as our Jack Tars wear you'd darned 
soon do something about it. 

Take this up with the President, Mr. 
Secretary, and see if you can’t get the 
sailors out of those pants by Christmas. 

Yours truly, 


Chet Johnson. 


P. S.—I see where your boy has just 
been elected a member of a national fra- 
ternity down at Stanford University, of 
which your brother Ray is president. I'll 
bet they wouldn’t make a fellow wear 
sailor’s pants even as an initiation stunt. 





EX-STATIC 
Wire (phoning husband at his office): 


John, dear, come home at once! The radio 
is making whoopee. 


TWENTY DEGREES COOLER 
INSIDE 


Jonson: You say you're going to get 
away from the heat of the city? Where 
—mountains or seashore? 

Tuompson: Neither. I’m going to the 
movies. 





SHE (on the morning of the Fourth of 
July): Is it true that the police cannot stop 
the sale of fireworks? 

He: I hear reports to that effect. 








A PERPETUAL summer—the add- 
ing machine. 








A Rotarian!” 


“Look, Henry! 
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ATTRA CTI K&N 


CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


Drama 


More or Less Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott's—Helen Hayes in a 
tragedy of misplaced chivalry which has, with good 
reason, survived the summer sinkings. 

Diamond Lil. Royale—If you are interested in 
early American low-life, done with a great deal of 
manner, here you are, with Miss Mae West. 

Her Unborn Child. Forty-Eighth St.—Very much 


against birth-control—in case you care. 


The Ladder. Cort—This has now emerged from 
another period of revision and, any day now, they 
may charge real money for the tickets. 

Porgy. Republic—This Negro production of the 
Theater Guild's is one of the few things in town that 
you really ought to see. 


The Silent House. Shubert—The only extra- 
special thriller left in town. 

The Skull. Forrest—A thriller, but not extra. 
special. 


John Golden—The O'Neill epic 


Strange Interlude. 
many of which are 


which takes five hours to play, 
worth playing. 

Ten Nights ina Barroom. Wallack’s—See this and 
take another drink if you dare. 

The Trial of Mary Dugan. Sam H. Harris—A 
murder trial which is so interesting that it looks as 
if it would never end. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father. Belasco—Pretty fairly cute 


comedy, with June Walker, C. Aubrey Smith and 
Geoffrey Kerr. 
Burlesque. Plymouth—Back stage in a burlesque 


show and where it leads to. Hal Skelly and Barbara 
Stanwyck. 
The Cyclone Lover. 


Excess Baggage. 
for the finish. 


The Happy Husband. E mpire—Something light 
and amusing for a summer's evening, with Billie 
Burke, A. E. Matthews, Lawrence Grossmith and 
Walter Connolly. . 

Married—and How! Little—Not quite so bad as 
the title but bad enough. 

Paris Bound. Music Box—Madge Kennedy in a 
dainty comedy of adultery. 

_The Royal Family. Selwyn—A highly amusing 
side-light on the home-life of ladies and gentlemen 
of the theater. 


Frolic—In a word—‘‘out.”” 
Rits—Something with a wow 


Skidding. Bijou—Very slight, really. 
Volpone. Guild—Renaissance rough-house—well 
done. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Black Birds of 1928. Liberty—If you have a pretty 
— idea of rhythm, you can't do better than this 

Jegro revue. 

A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbilt—Still pleasing 
a lot of people with its excellent music and kidding. 

Good News. Forty-Sixth St—Don't tell us you 
haven't seen this yet. 


Grand Street Follies. Booth—Some of the best 
imitations you have ever seen—if you can get along 
on excellent imitations. 


Greenwich Village Follies. Winter Garden—Here 
is a regular summer show, with “Dr.” Rockwell as a 
highly satisfactory comic relief. 


Here’s Howe! Broadhurst—Some good entertain- 
ment, including Ben Bernie's band, Walter Catlett 
and “Fuzzy” Knight. 





Present Arms. Lew Fields’ Mansfield—Nice music, 
comical marines and dancing, together with Charles 
King and Joyce Barbour. 

Rain or Shine. Cohan—Joe Cook’s show—aided 
by Tom Howard into the bargain. 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam—Jack Donahue_ is 
funny enough to carry this, even if Marilyn Miller 
weren't in it—which she is. 

Show Boat. Ziegfeld—You should see this, if 
only to say that you have seen it. he cast in- 
cludes Charles Winninger, Helen Morgan, Puck and 
White, and Norma Terris. 

The Three Musketeers. Lyric—Very good reso- 
nant musical comedy produced in Ziegfeld manner. 


Robert Benchley. 





Nore: Mr. Benchley’s theater reviews are 
omitted this week, owing to vacation. 





Silent Drama 


Recent Developments 


Fazil. Fox—A blonde cutie marries a passionate 
sheik, and regrets it, as does the audience. Charles 
Farrell and Greta Nissen bear the brunt of this silly 
story. 

Laugh, Clown, Laugh. United Artists—Lon 
Chaney goes through the old routine of the buffoon 
with the breaking heart, with plenty of glycerine 
tears but very little drama. 


The News Parade. Fox—The romance of a news- 
reel cameraman and a comely heiress, providing fair 
entertainment. 

Fools for Luck. Paramount—W. C. Fields and 
Chester Conklin in a thoroughly stupid comedy. 


The End of St. Petersburg. Hammerstein—A 
really terrific picture of life in Russia before and 
during the revolution, with some of the finest acting 
ever seen. 


Ramona. United Artists—Beautiful to look at, 


but inexpressibly dull. Dolores Del Rio is the star. 


His Tiger Lady. Paramounit—Adolphe Menjou, 
about as usual, as a Parisian chorus man who goes 
after and gets a duchess. 

Tempest. United Artists—Another interesting 
view oF Russia (though made in Hollywood? with 
John Barrymore back in championship form. 


Hangman’s House. Fox—Effectively photo- 
graphed and competently acted, but regrettably 
weak as to plot. he background is Irish. 


Street Angel. Fox—Those who are consumed with 
admiration for Janet Gaynor wish she hadn't been 
involved in this one. 

_ The Big Noise. First National—Chester Conklin 
is superb as a humble boob who becomes a con- 
quering hero. 

Across to Singapore. 
of burly, mutinous sailors—one of 
enough, is Ramén Novarro. 


Mother Machree. Fox—Belle Bennett in a satis- 
factory dramatization of a popular (but not with me) 
ballad. 

The Trail of °98. Metro-Goldwyn—The advance to 
Dawson City, represented on a grand and thrilling 
scale. It isn’t so good after Dawson City is attained. 


A Girl in Every Port. Fox—The affairs of a sea- 
going Anatol, with fine work by Victor McLaglen. 

Burning Daylight. First National—Milton Sills 
at home in a free-hitting Alaskan melodrama. 

The Patsy. Metro-Goldwyn—Home life in America 
—but not much to write home about. 

Glorious Betsy. Warner Bros.—Dolores Costello 
in a romance of the Napoleonic era, with some spoken 
dialogue. It's hardly worth all the effort. 








Metro-Goldwyn—A shipload 
whom, oddly 


The Gaucho. United Artists—What we want 
from Douglas Fairbanks is action, and plenty of it! 


Uncle Tom's Cabin. 
this been going on? 


The Man Who Laughs, Universal; Steamboat Bill, 
r., United Artists; The Last Command, Paramount; 
die Thompson, United Artists; Speedy, Para- 
mount; Sunrise, Fox; and Wings, Paramount— 
These are all good. 


The Lion and the Mouse, Warner Bros.; Ladies 
of the Mob, Paramount, and The Street of Sin, Para- 
mount—Reviewed in this issue. 


R. E. Sherwood. 


Universal—How long has 





Reading Matters 
Fact 


The Intelligent Woman’s Guide to Socialism and 
Capitalism. By George Bernard Shaw. Brentano’s— 
The somewhat awkward title covers a multitude of 
philosophies. Who are we to disagree with G. B. S.? 


Hearst—An American Phenomenon. By John K. 
Winkler. Simon & Schuster.—The mysterious Mr. 
Hearst, seen from a slightly benevolent but highly 
entertaining viewpoint, remains mysterious. 


Tammany Hall. By M. R. Werner. Doubleday- 
Doran—This will give you some idea of the under- 
lying reasons for what happened at Houston. 


What’ll We Do Now? By Edward Longstreth and 
Leonard T. Holton. Simon & Schuster—Standard 
equipment for house parties; especially wet ones. 


Fiction 


The Window. By Alice Grant Rosman. Minton, 
Balch—The jacket flap says this pretends to be 
nothing but a continuously interesting story. It is 
all of that, and more. Post-war England is the scene 
of this thoroughly enjoyable novel of normal, charm- 
ing people. 


Caught! By Homer Croy. Harper’s—That good 
old heart-throb, “Should a Wife Tell?” set up in a 
mid-west county seat. Not very. 


The Fifteen Cells. By Stuart Martin. Harper's— 
Moderately exciting recital by the governor of a 
Right in the manner of “The Thousand and One 

ights, " to divert an armed visitor bent on killing 


Pilgrims of the Impossible. By Coningsby Daw- 
son. Doubleday-Doran—lIf you like Coningsby Daw- 
son's novels, you will like very much indeed this one 
about the minister’s son, the actress, and the clever 
wastrel. 


Eva’s Apples. By William Gerhardi. Duffield— 
Maybe you can get Mr. Gerhardi to tell you what 
this is all about—and what of it. 

Quiet Cities. By Jose 


hh Hergesheimer. Knopf— 


Boston, New Orleans, Charleston, and other cities 
are made to live again in pleasant prose. The sort 
of book you don't have to read in a night. 

The Road to Heaven. By Thomas Beer. Knopf— 


The crackling style almost hides the story, but 
Thomas Beer's readers enjoy having things made a 
bit difficult for them. 


And Also 


But Gentlemen Marry Brunettes. By Anita 
Loos. ....The Closed Garden. By Julian Green.. 
The Virgin Queene. By Harford Powel, Jr 
Greene Murder Case. By S.S. Van Dine..... Going 
to Pieces. By Alexander Woollcott.....The Ways 
of Behaviorism. By John B. Watson. 





Perry Githens. 











| 
| 
: 
: 
: 





» §'F 27 








Wa 


What 


Shakespeare 
: says about 


Bill, 
unt; 
1ra- 


Coca-Cola 




















ara- 


‘‘The glass of 
fashion and the 
mould of form, 


the observed of all 





nion, 
» be 
It is 
cene 
arm- 








good 
ina 99 
ooh observers”? ~ 
of a 
thing Maybe Mr. Shakespeare didn’t 
—— always know just what he was 
Jaw- y J 
, one writing about. We can’t ask 
a him now. We can only take 
_ what he wrote for what it is, 
tis and in penning the above he 
i must have had Coca-Cola in 
4 ‘ i mind— 

— * aeeen on « e al oy7e ° 

<a i i 8 million a day—the drink that 
wera. Vans 2 

ieee «Cd oe has made the soda fountain the 
The Tl; meeting place of millions. 
nt seclaet 8 million— g place of 


. 


The Coca-Cola Company, Atlanta, Ga. 


a day 


ss BAD TO BE Cveere. te GET WHERE is 24 


6-CM 



































Oswmo Reyor, 


Another Optimist 
—BULLETIN 


(SypNeEy). 





A FEEBLE SPARK 
Ir may be true, as the eminent scientist asserts, 
that a kiss is nothing more or less than an elec- 
tric shock but we just kissed an incoming wife's 
relative and guess our batteries must be about 
run down, not to mention hers. 
—Ohio State Journal. 


‘“‘Wuart kind of a time did he have abroad?”’ 
**A bit mixed, I think. He had 11 wine labels 
among those on his trunk.’’—Detroit News. 


Crookep politicians fear those baring gifts. 
—Wall Street Journal. 





“Aut Scissors aut Nullus” 


MAD 


A srivce player about town was playing at a 
very nice club when his partner, for reasons we 
shall not attempt to go into, threw all his thir- 
teen cards at him. This insulted Mr. Jones, as 
we shall call him, and he left the room. Flushed 
and nervous, he paced about, and in so doing 
came upon one of the board of governors. He 
told him what had happened and demanded 
that some sort of action be taken. 

‘*‘My good fellow,’’ said the governor, who 
was not one of the more dynamic governors, 
‘*how that not playing 
quoits!""—Gohblin (Toronto). 


fortunate you were 


Dav: How did you come out with your ex- 
ams? 
Passed ‘em just like they were cars 
ahead.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


SON: 








” 


“‘The sun must have gone behind a cloud. 


—SONDAGSNISSE-STRIX (STOCKHOLM). 





“CoroNER Finps Driver Hap Taken OnLy Four 
Lessons Berore Hirtinc Car.”—Headline in the 
Connecticut News. 


Some people have a knack.—New Yorker. 











COMING ATTRACTION 


Mr. Ziecrecp of New York says he wants to call 
his musical shows something other than ‘‘revues.”’ 
That being the case, he ought to come out this 
summer with a production subtitled: *‘A Revue 
to End Revues.”’ 

—Spokane Spokesman-Review. 


¢ 








‘There! Now F can get me an acquittal!’’ 


—Le Canarp Encnainé (Paris). 





FLAMING KIDDIES 
SeaTTLe has a three-year-old cigar addict and In- 
diana a twelve-year-old bootlegger with a fond- 
ness for his own wares. Now if we can find some 
bright lad between five and ten with a pretty 
sense of the value of two pairs before the draw, ‘ 
the list of infant prodigies will be complete. 
—Arkansas Gazette. 


An American film-producer says that the 
children he employs often suggest ideas to him, 
That explains a good deal.—Punch. 


Att Work and no play makes bridge an 
argument.—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 

































































YOUNG BLOBBS WAS SO 
INTERESTED 












































QUICKLY ATTRACTED 
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THE FITNESS OF THINGS 


“‘*Mr. President,’ Dawes is quoted as saying, 
‘Senator Watson came to your breakfast wearing 
a straw hat and a Prince Albert coat. I told him 
the straw hat wasn’t proper and he should have 
worn a high silk hat.’ 

**Well, it’s just as proper to wear a straw hat 
with a Prince Albert coat as it is to smoke a pipe 
when you're wearing a Prince Albert,’ replied 
the President.’"—-Chicago Herald and Examiner. 


*‘An, Mr. President,’’ Dawes should have re- 

torted at this point with a merry laugh, ‘‘but I 

was smoking Prince Albert tobacco.”’ 
—Chicago Evening Post. 








In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 





NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS ITEM 
We see by the Boston items in Lire this week 
that some of the people there want to know how 
to pronounce the name of the ‘‘Muchlenbach’’ 
hotel in our town. How can they expect to pro- 
nounce it if they don’t know how to spell it? 
—Kansas City Star. 
THeateR Owner: How did the comedian’s 
jokes get across? 
Stace Manacer: On the ‘‘Mayflower."’ 
—Southern California Wampus. 


Men still die with their boots on but usu- 
ally one boot is on the accelerator. 
—Arkansas Gazette. 








The Last Straw 


‘Willy, dear—the moment we reach Paris I'll 
have to get a permanent wave.”’ 


ABOVE THE CLOUDS 
Litrte Avice, aged three, after she had been 
tucked into bed was afraid of the dark. 
‘*There’s Someone who always takes care of 
little children, dear,’ her mother assured her. 
But Alice looked puzzled and her mother con 





tinued: ‘‘Don't you remember. ...Someone up 
in the sky?"’ 

Alice smiled back: ‘‘Oh, yes, ‘course I do 
now—Lindbergh!''—Aero Digest. 

For busy men and women—Abbott’s Bitters, a de- 


Sample by mail, 25 cts 


lightful tonic and invigorator 
c Baltimore, Md 


. W. Abbott & Co., 





IN THE CASUALTY WARD 


Hospital Patient (swathed in bandages, to 
fellow-sufferer in next cot): Do you suppose your 
wife will come to visit you? 
Fe_Ltow-Surrerer: She's in a hospital herself. 
*‘What—the two of you at the same time?”’ 
**Yes, but she started it.” 
—Karikaturen (Oslo). 
THE AVERAGE good radio wears out popu- 
lar songs faster than it does batteries. 
Detroit News. 
‘‘How do modern girls spend money?"’ 
asks a contemporary. Easily. 


Passing Show (London). 


—Lonpon CALLING. 
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Teeth may be flashing white 


STILL : - 
Pyorrhea attacks 4 out of 5 


S° long as you neglect to combat dread Pyorrhea, 
health is jeopardized. 

This grim foe whici. ignores the teeth and attacks the 
gums robs 4 out of 5 after forty and thousands younger. 

Take this precaution: See your dentist every six months. 
And start using Forhan’s for the Gums, today. 

As a dentifrice alone, you would prefer it. Without the 
use of harsh abrasives, it helps to keep teeth clean and 
restore their natural whiteness. Also it protects them 
against acids which cause decay. 

But Forhan’s is more than an ordinary dentifrice. If 
used regularly and in time, it helps to firm gums and 
keeps them sound and healthy. And Pyorrhea seldom 
attacks healthy gums. 

Get a tube of Forhan’s today! Use this dentifrice every 
morning and night. Massage your gums daily with it, 
following directions in booklet that comes with tube. 
This good habit is health insurance. Two sizes— 
35c and 60c. Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. Forhan 
Company, New York 


Forhanys for the gums 


YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS 


HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS 
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Another Pipe Smoker Lire’s Fresh Air Fund 


(Continued from page 5) 














At one point the brook widens into a 


Voices Tobacco Joy splendid swimming hole with a fine, 


clean bottom and rippling water, a chute 
and a springboard and lots of bully 


in Flowery Verse counselors to teach a fellow how to swim. 


Think of those gutters just for a 
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detachment from the 


































moment! c 
Then think of the brook—and then intensity of modern 
His love of certain tobacco remember that you can give that brook Manhattan, The 
° e 'to some tired, wan but eager tenement ROOSEVELT provides 
makes this New Jerseyite |boy by just a quick movement of your anatmosphere of quiet 
break into philosophic poetry ‘hand to your pocketbook. Ii comfort and charm... 
You can give it to him for eighteen Its.early Colonial ap- 
deliriously joyous days. Twenty ($20) pointments, delicious 
When o mon weltes pester it's a ame dollars approximately will keep one child j cuisine and personal- 
sign he’s in love with someone— for that length of time at either of Lire’s {| ized service assure a 
or something. Some men are inspired | splendid Camps. j pleasurable sojourn — 
by beautiful werenenees. some by a | Can you spare twenty dollars? f whether your tenure 
po a ge gg yg a og __ Or more? Of course we want more. \ ‘be long or. transient. ) 
bacco: Instead of one child, perhaps you could * a 
send two—three—children and _ their 1100 Rooms~ Single or En Suite 
THE BLUE TIN CAN pitiful box-boats and deposit them beside 
I’ve tried the brands from every that heavenly brook. But if you can’t give 
clime; ; ; the whole sum of twenty dollars, less will 
ory nee ag Beg hy d help a lot toward accumulating the neces- 
The only brand to seek. sary money for one child’s vacation. 


Nothing need stop you from joining us 
in this great work, for we are the most 





Each day our useless worries 
mount, 


Madison Avenue at 45th Street 








Our evenings to provoke; grateful folks alive for anything—from — a Se eae 
But through the alchemy of fire quarters up. 

They vanish into smoke. In another district of the city, a dis- 

They vanish when our spirit holds trict submerged in evil odors and noise 

No enmity toward man, and squalor, we found some little girls 





And smoke the sunshine bottled up 


In Edgeworth’s Blue Tin Can, (tender and sweet and very like our own 


little girls) playing “going to the country” 





= le pw on This loyal friend | with the help of two flower-pots boasting 
For Ge 7 a one —" | faded geraniums, a battered doll’s trunk 
Where Happiness is King. and a bunch of trolley-car transfers which 
Irving H. Walker were evidently doing duty as railway 

Newark, N. J. tickets to some land of hearts’ desire— 

April 7, 1927. some imagined spot where grass grows 










by the acre, trees by the forestful, and 
To those who have | where cool, quiet nights in clean beds are 
never tried Edge- : ‘ 
worth, we make this | known to make little tenement girls feel 
offer: like princesses! 
Let us send you Can you resist it? Can you resist 


free samples of |changing one of those tattered green 
Edgeworth so that Bins & 





‘5.000 mailes of cool, delight- ’ 


you may put it to |‘tansfers into a passport to paradise? ful travel on largest, fastest 
pipe test. If Can you? ships in the service. _ ore 
— the =. For it is a paradise indeed that the ; Fortnightly sailings by new 
P Saag OF pari children find at Branchville, Conn. . S. S. Culifornia, largest 
worth wher- | (Lire’s Camp for Needy Girls). And re- ‘steamer ever built’ under 


the American flag, and the - 


ever and |member, eighteen unbelievable, laughing ‘popular S. S.. Manchuria 
oieree you days for twenty ($20) dollars! : and S. S. Mongolia. 

_ Ag eens If twenty dollars threatens to wreck the . Special Round Trips 

in quality. budget at the moment, come in anyhow One Way Water — One Way Rail 
Write your |and buy a little happiness. Even an inch - || . From home town back -to 


home town. Steamer cither 


name and ad- aradis i i : 
of paradise, we might suggest, is not to apy’ Chublor: f.pol igs 


dress to Larus & 








Brother Company, 16 S. 21st Street, be sneezed ~ sit ; . across: Continent. $350 - 
Richmond, Va. So, there’s no limit, either way, on be Class. $225 Tourist 
Edgeworth is sold everywhere in | what our friends are begged to send for iv eH ; 
various sizes to suit the needs and |the maintenance of Lire’s very necessary / [2 COne Way—8250 Ist Class, 
means of all purchasers. Both Edge- |and very wonderful C for Need $125 Tourist 
worth Plug Slice and Edgeworth : y ” — yy Apply to Pa r Dept., No. 1 
Ready-Rubber are packed in small, Children. Bocaaunny,, Nes York. our offices 
pocket-size packages, in handsome The sidewalks of New York may in- “aS ae igus cpa 


humidors holding a pound, and also in 
several handy-in-between sizes. 


deed be the breeding place of greatness, Rf sae % 
of famous governors, of presidential can- panama facifie line 


{222th radio—tune in on WRVA, Richmond, didates and so on (you know what we INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE) COMPANY 


Va.—the Edgeworth Station. Wave length 254.1 ° 
meters. Frequency 1140 Allecptics. mean!), but, confidentially, those streets! | 
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don’t all lead to glory. In reality they are 
pretty terrible places for the little chil- 
dren of the poor. Stifling—Cruel—De- 
stroying—Heartbreaking. 

Let’s get together and help a little. 

We've got the Camps—splendid, effi- 
cient, healthful places in the country. 
They are in perfect working order and 
ready to take the children that you send. 
The question is, how many will you 
send? 

Please let us hear from you at once. 
This is a vital work of humanity. It de- 
pends upon your quick and enthusiastic 
response. 

L. A. F. 





LIFE’S FRESH AIR FUND 


Lire’s Fresh Air Funp has been in opera- 
tion for the past forty-one years. In that time it 
has expended $419,278.00 and has given a happy 
holiday in the country to 51,000 poor city chil- 
dren. 

Twenty dollars, approximately, pays for such 
a holiday for some poor child from the crowded, 
hot city. Won't you help? 

Contributions (which are acknowledged in 
Lire about four weeks after their receipt) should 
be made payable to Lire’s Fresh Air Funp, and 
sent to 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 


Previously acknowledged........... $2,095.42 
Hope C. J. Heath, Middletown, 

ir Mane ciesetessenentarveaans 5-00 
Fair held by Kindergarten Children 

of Public School 186, Manhattan.. 20.00 
Ernest C. Wills, New York........ 25.00 
Pupils of Low and Heywood School, 

i, Ce inane eanwe 10.00 
Te GE SI, nw cxnacnsdasivess 6.0q 
fk RO ee re 20.00 
J. Schullinger, New York.......... 10.00 
ee eS ee 50.00 
Allen S. Metzger, Baltimore........ 1.00 
Dudley Rushton, Wynnewood, Pa... 1.00 
In Memory of Mrs. John Merritt 

POE  sikiacindenesenanedeenes 100.00 
Oren Root, New York............ 20.04 
Class in Kirkbride School, Philadel- 

SOW cctcntanectenWadcndenwees 1.00 
H. M. Paul, Washington, D. C.... 5-00 
Edw. S. Dana, New Haven, Conn. . 10.00 
Edward Salt, Brooklyn............ 10.00 
Edw. S. Luther, New York........ 25.00 
Dimner Beeber, Philadelphia....... 10.00 
Margaret Kemp, New York........ 10.00 
Elisha P. Dodge, Newport, R. I.... 10.00 
Marie V. Z. Keehn, Canandaigua, 

Ne Ae ee ee ee 20.00 
W. M. Crowe, Philadelphia........ 20.00 
F. W. McMillan, New York........ 100.00 
Anonymous, Southboro, Mass...... 5.00 
Mrs. John C. Spring, Boston...... 25-00 
Edw. Munroe Taylor, Lexington, ' 

AE A eS 2 a eae 10.00 
Mrs. L. A. Kinney, Rockport, Mass. 5.00 
Mrs. E. J. Sadler, Scarsdale, N. Y... 10.00 
Mrs. A. L. Lott, Brooklyn.......... 5-00 
Mrs. Paul C. Nicholson, Providence, 

De Sckvewicheweaiuvaneiecakeus 20.00 
Ernest W. Pelton, New Britain, 

RI. asia tecnica lela aa tient Barta tels i Sieans 20.00 
Warren Partridge, West Orange, 

Se I NR ede re 10.00 
Byron G. Clark, New York........ 1.00 
Harry E. Balm, Cape May, N. J.... 1.00 
Howard V. Mayer, Hazleton, Pa.... 1.00 
Miss Barbara Hersey, Pelham Manor, 

ae 5.00 
Mrs. John Ames Mitchell, New York 25.00 
Henry M. Watts, Philadelphia...... 20.00 
Mrs. H. C. Carpenter, New York... 10.00 


George W. Van Slyck, New York... 5.00 


$2,762.42 
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Somewhere Near You Today ~ w 
‘Tomorrow’s Story 


T home or abroad—Port Said or Lakeview 

Avenue—nearby lurks the incident that 

may make you the star or the victim of to- 
morrow’s newspaper story. 


An unpleasant encounter on a lonely auto- 
mobile road at home. The sudden fury of a 
beggar in Algiers. 


In any emergency it’s real satisfaction and it’s 
peace of mind to know you are armed with the 
most dependable, most scientifically accurate, 
most easily and most safely handled revolver— 
the modern Smith & Wesson. 


Call on the nearest reliable dealer today. Let 
him show you his splendid line of Smith & Wes- 
sons. A 32 or 38 calibre S. & W. Safety is quick 
as a flash in emergencies, but proof at all times 
against accidental discharge even by a child. 


Descriptive Booklet “D” will interest you——Sent free upon request, 


SMITH &WESSON 


SPRINGFIELD, MASS., VU. 6.A. 





THE: REVOLVE RH MANUFACTU RE R. 








32 LiFe 









because you like it 


and because ...... 


eemans 
PEP y-* 














a igestion 


The fresh flavor and smooth quality 
in Beeman’s Pepsin Gum alone would 
make it a favorite—and for over 30 
years it has been the choice of dis- 
criminating people because it also aids 
digestion. Don’t forget your stick of 
Beeman’s Pepsin Gum after meals! 










FLASHES FROM 


Sport-li 


The Optimist: “I can see 
good in anything.” 
The Motorist: “That so? Can 
you see good in driving \\ 
at night without a 


SPORT-LITE?” 



















The py od on 
e rivin g li ‘ghts 
Longer, Stronger Beam 


easiest to operate. Most 
beautiful a ig pre. Wa yen 
ately priced. A standard acces- 
sory with most cars. Complies 
with legal restrictions in all 


states. DeLuxe size $25.00— 
small size $17.50. 


Fill out coupon for information. 


UNITY MFG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 





UNITY MFG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il. 
Please send information on SPORT-LITES. 
BNE OI asco ccceusinrercscercotninnoreininceotassamactena 


Name snusicuibaiivaaeiciaietaallbeneasaseadeniaiaciemaees 
Ea eae eee nee ee 
City. 


State 








In Defense of Bunk 


To THE Epiror oF Lire. 

Sir: 

My secretary has recently directed 
my attention to an issue of your not in- 
frequently entertaining periodical in 
which to my indignant amazement you 
announce your intention of nominating 
for the Chief Magistracy of the foremost 
nation on the globe a stage comedian—a 
STAGE COMEDIAN, sir!—one Wil- 
liam, or Will, Rogers, upon a platform 
tastelessly characterized by the slangy and 
inelegant adjective “bunkless’’! 

I, sir, am a member of the Senate of 
the United States, and as such I am 
clothed with the authority to record my 
colleagues’ unanimous and unqualified 
disapproval of your intemperate, ill-timed 
and scandalous crusade against an institu- 
tion which has directed the politics of the 
civilized world for countless centuries and 
is but now coming triumphantly into its 
own in our own glorious land. I refer, 
sir, to the institution of Bunk. 

Striving (not, as I have been given 
reason to believe, ineffectually) through- 
out my political career, humble as that 
may have been, to bring home to my fel- 
low citizens a conception of the blessings 
of this glorious institution, I with difh- 
culty repress my personal inclination to 
regard your proposed campaign as any- 
thing but an example of the jeyune humor 
to which college students in their initial 
semesters are notoriously prone. Never- 
theless, I can hardly bring myself to be- 
lieve that the editor of a paper of influ- 
ence as far-reaching as that of your own 
could, even in jest, seriously question the 
beneficence of the influence of Bunk. 

It is, therefore, in all earnestness that 
I beg you ere you decide finally to com- 
mit yourself to a program which at its 
best can merit no more than the charac- 
terization of witless buffoonery and at its 
worst may easily result in the debauchery 
of the voter, the downfall of American 
Womanhood and even more serious evils 
to the welfare of the nation, to consider 
what will be the result if the electorate, 
however improbably, were really to take 
you seriously and actually vote for your 
preposterous “candidate”; a candidate, 
sir, whose published opinions betray none 
of the old-fashioned respect of our fathers 
for the dignity of the representatives of 
the people who guide the destinies of the 
Ship of State; a candidate who is so lack- 
ing in deference to those high in office as 
to address the Chief Executive in print as 
“Cal”; a candidate who—but I pause lest 
in my righteous resentment I be betrayed 
into saying something the intemperance 
of whose utterance might justly be cause 
for personal reprehension by my con- 
stituents. 

Sir, have you seriously given thought 
to what is to happen if your unpatriotic 
so-called “bunkless” campaign should be, 
Heaven forfend, successful? What will 
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Often 


a best man 








OMEN like their men strong—and 

their pipes mild ! Don’t let your pipe 
stand between you and domestic happiness. 
To tame that wild briar of yours, try 
Sir Walter's favorite smoking tobacco. 
It’s satisfying, and a lot milder. And it’s 
wrapped in heavy gold foil to keep it fresh 
right down to the last fragrant pipeful. 


LIMITED OFFER 
ft (for the United States only ) 
If your favorite tobacconist does not carry Sir 
Walter Raleigh, send us his name and address. 
In return for this courtesy, we'll be delighted 
to send you without charge a full-size tin of 
this milder pipe mixture. 
| Dept. X, Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp. 5) 
; Winston-Salem, N. C. 


SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH 


Who discovered how good a pipe can be 
milder 














It’s 








become of the Republican party, the 
Democratic party, the Socialist party, the 
King business, spiritualism, face massage, 
anti-trust laws, press agents, tipping, the 
Literary Guild, advertising copy writers, 
compliments, dramatic critics, permanent 
waving, automobile manufacturers’ guar- 
anties, the American Mercury, editorials, 
war, night clubs, all-star benefits, diplo- 
mats, movie stars’ salaries, radio commis- 
sions, interstate commerce commissions, 
commissions, compliments, beauty parlors, 
““Abie’s Irish Rose,’’ movie stars, sales- 
men’s conventions, peace societies, college 
degrees, honorary memberships, social 
distinctions, Phi Beta Kappa, psycho- 
logical novels, Constant Readers, artistic 
temperament, the Stock Exchange, revues, 
the Mann Act, intelligentsia, hotel prices, 
realtors, vice crusades, D. A. R.’s, statis- 
tics, radicals, conservatives, world’s records, 
book reviews, intelligence tests, Nordic 
supremacy and above all what, my very 
dear sir, WHAT is to become of ME!? 

So obvious is the answer that I shall 
not insult a person of your presumable in- 
telligence by suggesting it. I feel sure, 
therefore, that you will admit at least that 
my comments upon your proposed cam- 
paign are just. Should you succeed, this 
great nation that gave to the world the 
glorious names of Washington, Lincoln, 
Jefferson, Hamilton and others too nu- 
merous to mention, the luster of which 
needs no blazoning upon the side of Pull- 
man cars to fan into flame the ambition 
of every American schoolboy, must sink 
into the dust of oblivion that enshrouds 
the tombs of those elder civilizations 
whereof the name of Free Speech proved 
no inspiration, instead of waving the gon- 
falon of Liberty before the nations of 
the world. 

That, sir, is my answer to you. On that 
answer I stand firm, ready to defend my 
American heritage with every drop of 
precious life blood in my cellar. 

Sincerely your well-wisher, 
(Name withheld, by request.) 
Wasuincton, D. C. 


P. S. On the level and absolutely be- 
tween ourselves, do you really figure 
there’s legitimate graft in this Will 
Rogers campaign? If you put him over, 
will he play ball with the boys and show 
his gratitude for past favors? If so, I'll 
guarantee to swing my bunch your way 
any time you say and the price will be 
reasonable. 





OLD A. M. P. AGAIN 

Proressor: Have I had my afternoon 
nap yet, dear? 

Wire: Certainly, dear, you just woke 
up. 

"ciel I thought so, but I wasn’t 
certain whether I’d been asleep or just 
dreamed it. 





Siuite: As inspiring as the words, 
“Passed by the National Board of Re- 


view.” 








Men usually take a great deal of 
time and trouble to “break in” a 
new pipe. They know a cool, 
sweet smoke is their reward. 

Reason exactly the same way 
for your mouth! 

Early every day give it a bit of 
time and care—give it a thorough 
brushing with Squibb’s Dental 
Cream. Then notice how much 
cooler and sweeter your favorite 
smoke is. 

Squibb’s tones the whole mouth 
—soothes it—above all, it gives 
you a fighting array of tiny Milk 
of Magnesia particles that combat 
mouth acids and keep the breath 
sweet and the mouth healthy. For 
a trim, snappy smoking taste, use 
Squibb’s Dental Cream frequently. 
4oc at any druggist. 

Copyright 1928 by E. R. Squibb & Sone 
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Mighty refreshing witd cracked ice, 
or ginger ale or sparkling water 


OOL yourself off while you talk 
it over, with a glass of Welch’s 
Grape Juice. 

There’s nothing more truly re- 
freshing. 

Because Welch’s is the pure juice 
of fresh fruit it supplies energy value, 
fruit nourishment and mineral salts 
your body needs. 

And the flavor is delightful, 
whether you drink Welch’s straight, 
blended or diluted. 

If you want a long cool drink mix 
Welch’s with ginger ale or sparkling 
water, or make a pitcher of Welch 
Punch. Recipes are on every label. 


At soda fountains ask for straight 
Welch’s or a Welch-ade. 


Free— How to make Fruit Drinks. Mail 
a postcard to The Welch Grape Juice 
Co., L-88, Westfield, N. Y. In Canada, 
St. Catharines, Ont. 


WELCH’S 


Once you've tasted Welch’s 
no other grape juice will do 











A CURE FOR FEEBLE-MINDED- 
NESS 
To THE Eprror oF LIFE. 

Sir: 

You want to know what I think 
about the new Lire. The old Lire was 
good, but this is far better. It’s first-class. 
Almost too good to be able to keep up. 
You'll need a strong staff to do it. 

“What this country needs is a Bunkless 
Party” is right on the spot. 

The present epidemic of feeble-minded- 
ness is more likely to succumb to the 
treatment you are offering than to any 
drastic direct allopathic attack. 

I wish you success. 

Courtney Row.anp. 

ALaMepA, CALIF. 





BOLSHEVIK SCOUNDRELS 


To tHE Eprror or Lire. 

Sir: 

Are the joke editors of Lire de- 
grading their magazine by the sarcastic 
religious jokes and hints they are pub- 
lishing ? 

There are two great classes of people 
in this country. In one is the congenial 
good sport who can forget religious and 
other prejudices in dealing with his 
countrymen; in the other is the radical 
bolshevistic scoundrel who allows some 
outside prejudice to enter into everything 
he does, whether it fits or not. 

There are people from all walks of life 
and from all religious sects in each of 
these classes. The good judgment of many 
people in the first class will place the 
editors of Lire in the other class. 


Eart C. HeErsHey. 
Hanover, Pa. 





BOOST GALVESTON! 
To THE Eprror oF Lire. 

Sir: 

I get a thrill from the new Lire, 
but I am disappointed that the Neighbor- 
hood News Department has had no items 
from Galveston. 

We just pulled a Bathing Girls Re- 
view, an International Pageant of Pul- 
chritude contest with forty-three beautiful 
women from all parts of the world and 
judges of note to decide the prizes. 

We are also the greatest cotton port in 
the world—first in cotton—first in sul- 
phur—and second in grain. 

At this writing, we have 180,000 bags 
of sugar stored in our warehouses on our 
great docks, 

Two more beautiful hotels are being 
constructed on our beach. 

In sixty years, the U. S. Government 





Soothes and refreshes 
Motorists’ 


Eyes 


Eyes strained by hours at the wheel 
and irritated by exposure to sun, 
wind and dust are instantly relieved by 
Maurine. It soothes away the tired, burn- 
ing feeling; clears up the bloodshot 
condition. 60c buys a month's supply. 


AUiNt 
EYES 
















A restfuland exhil- 
—_ 2000 mile trip over ° 
beautiful waterways with al- Wy = 
luring scenery en route. a¢4, ~<. = 
Drive around historic 2 eG IT 
Mackinac Island, see the Indians at Canadian vil- 
lageof Parry Sd. Takethe eight -cosing bus at Detroit 
and Chicago. See Cleveland —spend a full day at 
Buffalo and gaze in wonder at Niagara Falls, the 
world’s greatest cataract. 


The Big Oil-Burning White Liners 


North American ({/6 
ed South American MEALSS BERTH 


INCLUDED 
offer you an experience similar to that of an ocean 
voyage —comfortable berths or parlor rooms— all 
outside rooms with windows or port holes. Excellent 
meals daintily served. Rest in quiet on observation 
deck or joinin thegaiety as you prefer. Music, Danc- 
ing, Entertainments, Games and a Social Hostess to 
introduce you. A voyage of invigoration, recreation 
and education combined; a different kind of vacation. 


Semi-Weekly Sailings between 
Chicago, Detroit, Cleveland and Buffalo 


Ask for illustrated pamphlet at any Railway 
Ticket Office or Tourist Agency or write 


Chi Duluth & Georgian Bay 
ransit Company 
W. H. BLACK, Traffic Mgr. W. E. BROWN, Gen’l Agt. 
110 W.Adams St.,Chicago, i. 13 s. Division St., Buffalo, N.Y, 
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has spent about $4,000,000 on our deep 
water, and in six years they have spent 
$16,000,000 in Houston, and then they do 
not have a port. 

Mrs. Jonn E. Day. 


GALVESTON, TEX. 





THE NEW “LIFE” IN LONDON 
To THE Eprror oF Lire. 

Sir: 

English readers ex hypothesi don’t 
count—but, please believe that to us 
here the new Lire is a DISASTER. 

For years I have looked forward to my 
weekly Lire; but now it will (to judge 
from Numbers 1 and 2) mean little and 
fade gradually from my blighted years. 
The Neighborhood News seems to me 
parochial and ridiculous—but what’s the 
use? America decides! I hope yet to see 
the new Lire become the old Lire again. 
I’ve never yawned over you before. 

Broadway, Washington, Chica g 0, 
Sport, Radio—HELL!!! 

DesmMonp CokKE. 

5 ConnaucnT P ace, 

Hype Park, Lonpon, ENGLAND. 





FROM OTHER FOREIGN PARTS 


To THE Epitor oF Lire. 
Sir: 

Should you later decide to include 
Milwaukee in your Neighborhood News, 
will you not see that at least half of the 
items are printed in English? Since the 
war there are a large number of the 
younger generation that both speak and 
read English better than they do German. 

Apo_pH BIERSTEIN. 
MILWAUKEE, WIs. 





COMPLIMENTS OF A FRIEND 


To THE Eptror oF Lire. 
Sir: 
Possibly the reason why some of 
Lire’s readers express approval of the new 
form and others condemn it flatly while 
none appears to be lukewarm on the sub- 
ject is that only those who feel strongly 
one way or the other bother to write. 
Probably there are many hundreds of 
other readers, who find your magazine in 
the barber shop or elsewhere, who don’t 
feel that the new one is any less uninter- 
esting than it was before the change. 
James Davipson. 
Cuicaco, IL. 





SIDE-SHOW 
Giant: Where in the world is the 
India Rubber Man? 
Dwarr: The Fat Lady is using him for 


a garter. 





CHINESE ideographs are now 
transmitted by radio, says a news item. 
So that’s what we’ve been getting on our 
new set. 








{ The tobaccometer rates them... 
Bulb draws smoke from cigarette through the apparatus. A 4 
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sensitive thermometer registers temperature of the smoke. 4 


en thousand pulls 


a day / 


Timely science now comes 
forward with a mechanical 
“mouth and lungs”—to dis- 
cover the secrets of cigarette 
smoke. 

Through this engaging little 
device, a laboratory recently 
took 10,000 “puffs” in one day. 

Two dozen leading brands 
of cigarettes were tested... 
Turkish and Virginia, high- 
brow and low-brow, thirty- 
five and fifteen cent varieties 
...all stripped of their claims 
and slogans, and rated by the 
cold figures of science. 

Which was the coolest? 


Spud...coolest by 16.3 % [cent.]. 
This proves what thousands 


felt they were experiencing in 
Spud: that Spud is actually and 
noticeably a cooler cigarette. 

So come on, you cigarette 
enthusiasts! Spud és the smoke 
that abolishes that so-many-a- 
day discipline. Even at the end 
of a two-pack day, the Spud 
mouth and throat is still cool, 
moist, and pleasant. 

Spud's first puff is av experience 
..-a delightful little sweep of cool- 
ness. It tapers off in the next, and 
the next, to lusty tobacco fragrance 
and unlimited smoke enjoyment. 
Try Spud and see. At better stands. 

Read of Spud’s overnight success in 
the entertaining pages of “Welcome, 
Little Stranger”. Free. Also send $1 
for Presentation Tin of 100. 


THE AXTON-FISHER TOBACCO COMPANY, INC., Louisville, Ky. 


SPUD 


MENTHOL COOtLE D 


Ci garettes..20 for 2o¢ 














CALLOUSES 


Quick, safe relief for callouses 
and burning on bottom of feet. 
At all drug, shoe and dept. stores—35c 


D? Scholls 
Zino-pads = een, 


For Free Sample, write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago 





~ 
‘S =e et tt, xe 
Ss i alone 
—in the roughest waters. This ap- 
palling nausea is unnecessary suf- 
fering. Mothersill’s prevents Travel 
Sickness on your journeys by Sea, 
Train, Auto, Car or Air, 31 
75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 
Montreal 











A FAIRY STORY 
Once upon a time there was a Golf Enthusiast 
who gave up the game because he felt that he 
was getting too old to play.—Lowsville Times. 





PuiasLe gramophone records have been in- 
vented. The trouble is that they are playable, 
too.—Humorist (London). 








JRgwy 
Piaventar 
SAUTS 


SMELLING 


At home, at the theatre, while 
shopping or traveling, or if you 
find yourself in stuffy rooms or 
crowded places, the pungent fra- 
grance of Crown Lavender 
Smelling Salts clears the brain, 
steadies the nerves, counteracts 
faintness and weariness. It is 
invigorating—a delight and com- 
fort. Sold everywhere. Schieffelin 
& Co., 170 William St., New York. 

















RHYMED REVIEWS 








The Greene Murder Case 


By 8S. S. Van Dine. Charles Scribner’s Sons, 


Txoucn Greene perhaps intended well, 
His will condemned his heirs, wel] 
gilded, 
For five-and-twenty years to dwell 
Within the house said Greene had 
builded. 


So both the sons, the daughters three 
And Mrs. Greene the shrewish mother, 

Tied up by Father Greene’s decree, 
Intensely hated one another. 


One winter night when snows lay deep 
And clouds obscured the star’s clear 
crystal, 
Miss Julia Greene awoke from sleep 
To die by some unhallowed pistol. 


And wounded, too, that fatal night 
Was Ada, Greene’s adopted daughter; 

Detectives quested left and right, 
Suspicions played at teeter-tawter. 


Then, one by one, the sons were shot 
And poison stilled the mother’s scold- 
ing; 
And people said, “This fiendish plot 
Demands immediate unfolding!” 


And there were prints of overshoes, 
Forgotten pasts and imputations 

Besides a secret room with slews 
Of books about assassinations. 


The slayer led them all a dance 
With craft that strangely 
effective, 
Till caught by Mr. Philo Vance, 
The famous amateur detective. 


proved 


Who planned and staged those tragic 
scenes? 
Who pulled the trigger back and 
pressed it? 
Who killed those four unhappy Greenes? 
Why, that’s the very one! You guessed 
it! 
Arthur Guiterman. 





UNATTACHED 
A RECENT writer has told a story of a modern 
girl who said to a real estate agent when he 
wanted to sell her a house: ‘‘A home? Why do 
I need a home? I was born in a hospital, edu- 
cated in a college, courted in an automobile, and 
married in a church; I live out of the delicatessen 
and paper bags; I spend my mornings 0! the 
golf course, my afternoons at the bridge table, 
and my evenings at the movies, and when I die, 
I am going to be buried at the undertaker’s. All 


I need is a garage!"’"—St. Augustine Rec ord 





THe MonTH’s award for Cynical Typeset- 
ting is handed the Kansas City genius who de- 
scribed a well-known concert artist as “the 
prominent painist.’’—Detroit News. 








—_——— 


Al Smith in the White House 
A Nightmare of Senator Heflin’s 


(The scene is the President's office in the White House. 
Al Smith, in shirt-sleeves and chewing a stick of gum, is 
bending over some papers on the desk. Presently he looks 
up and presses a@ button at his elbow. Olvany enters, 
smoking a pipe upside down and wearing a shamrock in 
his buttonhole.) 


Otvany: Yis, sor, what was it ye wanted, begorra? 

SmitH (handing him a sheet of paper): Bejabers, and 
here is the St. Patrick’s Day proclamation, bedad. 

Orvany (taking it): Yis, sor. (Prepares to go out, but 

auses, comes to attention, and salutes.) Erin go bragh! 

SmitH (returning the salute): Erin go bragh! 

(Olvany exits. Smith returns to work, humming “The 
Wearing 0’ the Green.” A knock is heard at the door.) 

SmitH: Yis! Come in! 

(An attendant trundles in on an Irish jaunting car.) 

ATTENDANT: Sor, the Pope is outside. 

SmitH: Sind him in. 

(The attendant wheels out again, and presently the Pope 
enters. He lays his miter on a table and takes an easy chair.) 

Tue Pore: Top o’ the mornin’ to ye. 

Smit: I wish yez the same.....Sure and I did what ye 
told me to, yisterday; the immigration laws have been modi- 
fied to admit eight thousand Irish tenors a month, duty free. 

Tue Pope: The Lord bless ye, colleen bawn. And now, as 
to the housing situation: I suggest that you order some tumble- 
down shacks covered with moss and ivy to be erected in 
O’Klahoma. 

SmitH: Besides thim new castles in McKansas? 

Tue Pope: Yes, bejabers.....Did yez deshtroy all the Bap- 
tist churches in Tinnissee, as I told ye? 

SmitH: Faith and I did—an’ converted all the Shtate Uni- 
versities into Franciscan monasteries. 

Tue Pope: The Saints be praised.....Well, bedad, that’s 
all for this mornin’. I must be afther meetin’ Chauncey Olcott 
at the Blarney Stone Shoppe at twilve.....Good mornin’ to 
ye, macushla. 

(He goes out. President Smith picks up the telephone.) 

SmitH: Sind in the Cabinet—at wance. 

(The Cabinet marches in—Secretary of State, Jimmy 
Walker; Secretary of War, John ]. McGraw; Secretary of 
Labor, John McCormack, etc.) 

SmitH: Now, ye shpalpeens, I want to tell ye somethin’; 
it has been drawn to my attention that certain subjects of the 
Holy American Empire has been caught in the act of observin’ 
some law entitled the Volstead Act to Enforce the Eighteenth 
Amindmint. This law did not come from Rome, an’ anny wan 
who takes notice of it from now hinceforth shall be declared 
a heretic an’ sintinced to slow boiling in oil that will be fur- 
nished by our good friend Doheny... . . 

(At this point, Senator Heflin wakes up and realizes that 
he has been talking in his sleep, through force of habit.) 

Norman R. Jaffray. 





Why I Don’t Play Golf 


“You oughta play a good old eighteen holes every day, old 
man. Make you feel like you could lick th’ world.” 
° * * 


“I wanta tell you a good one I heard in th’ locker room this 
afternoon. It seems there were two traveling salesmen... .” 
> > - 

“You'd be crazy about Apache Plains Club. A bunch 0’ 
good fellows—and mighty democratic, I'll say.” 
7 * * 
“I was in a foursome with Old Man Smith, President of 
Marvelous Motors, you know. And he said to me... .” 
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The Aristocrat of High Speed Motors 


More and more are the leading builders of high grade power 
boats standardizing on the Kermath Big 6 in either the 
100-125 or 150 H.P. Models. And they do this solely for 
one reason—in competition Kermath outperforms the fie d 

The following telegram from the Banfield Sea Skiff Works is 
typical: 

“Test just completed with 150 H. P. Kermath in our 
32 foot cruiser shows speed of 30 miles per hour. 
This is remarkable performance and we give you all the 
credit in the world for turning out such a motor.”’ 

Send for the new Kermath catalog. Write for your copy today 

KERMATH MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
5870 Commonwealth Ave., Detroit, Michigan 
90 King St. W., Toronto, Ontario 
“A KERMATH ALWAYS RUNS” 





3 to 150 
H. P. 


$135 to 














REVIVED 

A Tourist stopped at a cabin far up in the 
Tennessee hills. Noticing four good-sized holes 
in the door he said to the lanky mountaineer 
who sat whittling near the cabin, “I don’t like 
to be inquisitive, but what’s the idea of having 
four holes in the door?’’ 

The mountaineer replied, ‘‘We got foah cats," 

“But why didn’t you cut out one large hole?” 
queried the tourist. 

“‘Stranger,’’ snapped the native, ‘‘when | says 
‘SCAT’ I means ‘SCAT’!’’—Chicago Tribune, 








A SURE SIGN 
“Britt must be planning to buy a new car,” 
**Why?’’ 
“I see he’s letting his wife drive.”’ 
—Everybody’s Weekly (London). 


Lose Fat 
As She Did 








EMOTIONAL MOMENTS 


IN THE LIFE OF A FLAPPER 


When you find that you have Yi 
picked up the ball that belonged to Lo ok rg ht, f eel right 


Men want women to be slender. Then why 
not do what they do? Excess fat is a blightto 


* all. Not to good looks only, but to health and 
in front of you, then before he vitality. All doctors warn against it. 


blows ee Offer Hima MURAD Women have found an easy, pleasant way 


to reduce. It is efficient— you can see that. 
Slender figures now prevail. Excess fat has 
been rapidly banished in the past decade. 

Science has found a common cause of ex- 
cess fat in a certain gland deficiency. In a 
gland which largely controls nutrition. It 
| © P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1760 turns food into fuel and energy when it is 
active. Food goes to fat when it isn’t. 

By thousands of experiments research men 
THE PERSONAL TOUCH up and down, like a blinking lift, for ten min- founda way to combat that deficiency. Doctors 


iii mae erent cies, hats din ea ax tank tems © the world over employ it in obesity. 
RIMA DONNAS?"” said the fireman at the Opera es. ‘ © result im Kept jate tor me The method is embodied in Marmola pre- 


House, in a bitter tone. ‘‘There aren't any prima ——* No. Proper prima donnas have died | a tablets, now used for 20 years. 
donnas now. Remember Tabasca? There was | 0Ut.’’—London Daily Chronicle. Millions of boxes have been employed in fat 
a prima donna, if you like. One curtain call reduction. Users have told others, and the 


at the end of an opera was all she'd take. Nowa- A sorr detour doesn’t turn away wrath, | USE has grown to very large proportions. — 
: One simply takes four tablets daily until 


weight comes down to normal. No abnormal 
exercise or diet is required, though modera- 
tion helps. 

The method is not secret. It is known to 
every modern doctor. The formula of Marmola 


’ appears in every box, also a booklet which 

Reddy Tees don t mark aauies results. You know what you are 
taking, and why. 

the club face. Sete he because of what it has done 

for so many, for so long. Nothing can hold 


Sold everywhere. Red oryellow. 18 for25c the place which Marmola has held for 20 years 


i i ant done. Go start 
The Nieblo Mfg. Co., 38 E. 23rd St., New York City — doing what you w 


She oo punetiptien eet are noel by 
sts at $1 per box. Any druggis 

REDDY TEE who io _ — gon _ ai 
ies eee MARMOLA 


Be sure you get the original and genuine | he Pleasant Way to Reduce 


the peppery Colonel on the links 























days they keep the curtain going up and down, —Louisville Times. 











Liree 





Are you a member of the S.P.C.C.?* 
Do you break your caddy’s young neck in- 
stead of a hundred? Do you i our 
temper along with your golf balls? i so, 
we recommend Wilson Colored Balls—the 
golf balls with greater visibility. Your caddy 
will thank you and reflect his gratitude in 
redoubled efforts—and your game will reap 
the benefits. Your caddy will never have to 
hunt a Wilson Colored hal—bennes he’ll 
never lose it. 

HOL-HI a thoroughbred in performance 

$1.00each - - - = $10.75 per dozen 

DURA-DIST guaranteed for 72 holes 

75centseach - - - - $9.00 per dozen 

CHEERLIO guaranteed for 54 holes 

50 centseach - - - - $6.00 per dozen 


ASK YOUR PRO OR DEALER 


+ 
GOLF EQUIPMENT 


WILSON-WESTERN SPORTING GOODS CoO. 
New York - Chicago - San Francisco 


*(Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Caddies) 

















To 
PARIS & ITALY 


Marseilles, Vienna, Trieste, 
Italy and Central Europe - 


For a change—try this de luxe 
Southern Service to Paris, via Mar- 
seilles. World's fastest motor-ships 
to Paris, Vienna, Trieste, Rome, 
the Riviera and Central Europe. 
The last word in luxurious accom- 
modations and cuisine. Motor ferry 
service—drive on here, drive off at 
destination—no crating or packing; 
surprisingly economical rates. Send 
for brochure of interiors, descrip- 
tions, rates, and sailing dates. 








Any Steamship Agent, or Direct to 
PHELPS & CO., General Agents 


Cosulich Line 
19 Battery Place, New York 
Sail on World’s Fastest Motor Ships 











SATURNIA VULCANIA 





24000 Gross Tons— 24000 Gross Tons— 
No Smoke or Cinders No Smoke or Cinders 


PRESIDENTE WILSON 
Famous for Her Superior Service to Italy 





The Good Ship “Dinah” 


Wir proud banners waving 
And kissed by the breeze, 

None better for braving 
Tempestuous seas, 

This staunch little schooner 
Would get under way 

This instant or sooner 


For Spain or Bombay. 


Her grizzled old skipper 

Is loved by all hands 
Who sail on the clipper 

He fondly commands. 
The helmsman stands ready, 

The running lights glow, 
The compass is steady, 

But still they don’t go. 


Though tops’! and spanker 
Are set for the tide, 

She’ll never weigh anchor 
And gallantly ride 

To heathenish China 
Or ports picturesque— 

This ship-model “Dinah” 
That stands o’er my desk. 


Arthur L. Lippmann. 





At the Station 


“Now don’t forget. You’re to write me 
every other day and put the laundry out 
Monday morning and leave the key un- 
der the mat every Friday so the cleaning 
woman can get in and don’t get cigarette 
ashes on the rugs and turn back the bed- 
spread so you won’t get it wrinkled if 
you want to take a nap.”....‘‘Where’s 
Jenny? Where’s Grandma? Where's 
Irving? Have you got the lunch boxes?” 
.... I'll wire you that Goldfarb and 
Company have bought a dozen gross of 
them night gowns. Then you show the 
wire to Weinheim an’ he’ll tell Grossberg 
about it an’ he'll give us a big order. We 
can’t miss.”.. . .““The very idea of telling 
me that the train is crowded and trying 
to make me take an upper berth! I’m go- 
ing to write a scathing letter to the presi- 
dent of the railroad... . .“‘Does the 2:09 
local leave on track 103 or does the 1:03 
leave on track 209? I’m all mixed up.” 
.... "Irving! Leave the bananas alone. 
Wait till we get on the train!”.. . .““Wash 
out the milk bottles and put them on the 
back porch and don’t you and Ed and 
Harry throw a lot of gin parties and ruin 
my good furniture and when I wire for 
money send it to me right away.”.... 
“I don’t see why I can’t go to Seattle by 
way of New Orleans. Aunt Minnie did 
it three summers ago.”....“If you stop 
over in Toledo, call up West 7865 and 
ask for Violet. Tell her you’re a friend of 
Gus Zipser’s.”....“And don’t leave the 
lights burning and don’t leave dishes in 
the sink and write me every other day.” 
....“Grandma, slap Irving for me—my 
arms are full of bundles. He’s eating the 
goose-liver sausage!” 


Robert Lord. 
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ASPARAGUS 


“MOT really?” This from the Very 

Eminent Actress in the languorous 
rising inflection beloved of two nations. 
“Can this be Formby asparagus... 
England’s most intelligent contribution 
to the aesthetics of eating?” 


The Spectacularly Prominent Star was 
choice in her friends, her dinner accept- 
ances, her food. She agreed with the 
Cunard Commissary that Formby aspar- 
agus .. . from the salt-impregnated sands 
near Liverpool...is the world’s most defin- 
itely delicate vegetable. 


As each month perfects its own variety 
the asparaguses of the two hemispheres 
parade across Cunard tables... 


In December the tall white Argentine 
opens the season followed by the giant 
California, the tantalizing Asperges Vertes 
de Paris, in February, and March, the 
slender green-tipped Lauris from the 
Riviera. 


The peak of the season, April, is Formby 
... then the “colossal” French Argenteuil 
and Montauban, the tender Oyster Bay, 
and the long green English Worcester... 
closing the season in August with the 
violet crowned English Cambridge. 


The Cunard Line considers asparagus of 
sufficient importance to serve as a sepa- 
rate course. 


CUNARD 


See Your Local Agent 


1840. EIGHTY-EIGHT-YEARS-OF-SERVICE- 1928 














Ohe 
Ask Mr. Foster 
Travel Service 


BEG. U. 5. PAT. OFF, 


It is Autumn now in Australia—New 
Zealand—South Africa—soon it will be 
Winter in these lands of the Antipodes; 
but this means a delightfully invigorating 
climate where one may “winter” in semi- 
tropical resorts of the “north” or enjoy 
the invigorating air of the “south’—no 
extremes of heat or cold. You will see 
new sights, strange animals and stranger 
peoples, flowers and fruits that are new to 
you; scenic beauty unsurpassed, and yet 
always you will be with English-speaking 
people. Railroad and hotel rates are 
lower than with us; accommodations and 
service are excellent. 


Why not take your next vacation on the 
other side of our small world? Routes 
by Europe or over the Pacific touching at 
islands of the South Seas. Interesting 
literature and definite information at all 
of Mr. Foster’s offices. Please come to 
the office—do not write. 


2m 2m 2m 


Offices of The _Ask Mr. Foster Service: 


REG. U. 8. PAT. OFF. 


vasecure — The Robert Simpson DEL_ MONTE—Hotel Del Monte 








PORTLAND—Meier & Frank Co. 
BOSTON—The Copley-Plaza 


SEATTLE—i212 Fourth Avenue 

LOS ANGELES—J. W. Robinson Co. 

LOS ANGELES—Hotel Rosslyn 

LOS ANGELES—The Ambassador 

LOS ANGELES — Security Trust & 
Savings Bank 

ee Maryland (Win- 
er 


LONG BEACH—Buffums’ 
SAN DIEGO —The First National 
Trust & Savings Bank 


BOSTON—The Hotel Statler 

BRETTON WOODS — Hotel Mount 
Washington (Summer) 
MANCHESTER, VT.—Equineox 
House (Summer) 

PORTLAND, ME. — The Eastiand 


(Summer) 
BURLINGTON, VT.—Hotel Vermont 
(Summer) 
GREENFIELD, MASS.—The Welden 
NEW YORK—Lord & Taylor, Fifth 
Avenue 
NEW YORK — Hotel Pennsylvania, 
Seventh Avenue 
BROOKLYN—Frederick Loeser & Co. 
NEWARK—L. Bamberger & Co, 
ALBANY — The DeWitt Clinton 
(Summer) 
PHILADELPHIA — Strawbridge & 
Clothier 
ATLANTIC CITY—Foster Bullding, 
Boardwalk and Michigan Avenue 
BUFFALO—Wm. Hengerer Co. 
PITTSBURGH—Joseph Horne Co. 
CLEVELAND—The Higbee Co. 
TOLEDO—The Lion Dry Goods Co. 
DETROIT—J. L. Hudson Co. 
GRAND RAPIDS—Herpolsheimer Co. 
CHICAGO—Carson Pirle Scott & Co. 
CHICAGO—The Paimer House 
MINNEAPOLIS—L. S. Donaldson 


sT. Louis — Seruggs-Vandervoort- 
Barney 

OESVER—The Denver Dry Goods 
0. 
LT LAKE CITY—Utah Hotel 

SAN FRANCISCO—Hotel Stewart 


SAN FRANCISCO—The White House 
SAN FRANCISCO—Palace Hotel 


PHOENIX—Hotel Adams (Winter 
WASHING TON—Wesduare & Lo- 


rop 

WASHINGTON—The Mayflower 

a ~ theaaaatas Equitable Trust 

CPSANATE <The H. & S. Pogue 
0. 

NEW ORLEANS — The Roosevelt 
(Winter) 

EL PASO—Hotel Paso Del Norte 
(Winter) 

JACKSONVILLE — 200 W. Bay 
Street (Winter) 

JACKSONVILLE — Hotel Windsor 


(Winter) 
ST. AUGUSTINE—53 King Street 
(Winter) 


DAYTONA BEACH—S. Beach 
Street (Winter) 

PALM BEACH — Opposite Hote! 
Royal Poinciana (Winter) 

WEST PALM BEACH — Hotel E! 
Verano (Winter) 

MIAMI — 106 E. Flagler Street 
(Winter) 

ST. PETERSBURG—Central Avenue 
and 2nd Street (Winter) 

TAMPA—Hillsboro Hotel (Winter) 

ORLANDO—The Angebilt (Winter) 
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EXECUTIVE OFFICES: 
130 West 42p STREET 
New York City 

















we've hitched 
Zone more stars 


to our wagon 


FOR INSTANCE: 


Wut Rocers— Everyone in the United States is talk- 
ing about his Anti-Bunk Campaign for President. Every- 
one is reading his speeches, every week in Lire. 


E.mer Davis— An editorial writer who knows the 
new America, and how to interpret it. (Read his com- 
ments on modern marriage on pages 12 and 13.) 


Micuer. Covarrusias— His amazing caricatures of 
Hoover and Smith have appeared on recent Lire covers. 
Gene Tunney and Mussolini will be revealed soon. 


Acnes Smite— The first humorist who has taken the 
radio seriously. (Read her remarks on oratorical broad- 
casts on pages 9 and 10.) 


Warten Wincneti— Personifying and glorifying 
Broadway—with its wisecracking and its superb vul 
garity. (His latest letter appears on pages 14 and 15.) 


Henry Suvpam—4» extracrdinarily sane and percep- 
tive reporter of events and personalities on the political 
front. (Read “The Republican Ticket” on pages 8 and 
9-) 

As went as— Robert Benchley, John Kieran, Baird 
Leonard, F. G. Cooper, R. E. Sherwood, C. H. Sykes, 
F. P. A., Don Herold, Neal O’Hara, Elmer Adams, 
Arthur Guiterman, Perry Githens and other Lire regu- 
lars. 


How About Obeying That Impulse? 


Selstatalatatetatatatetatatats | TEAR HERE }e--------------- 


SEND ME LIFE FOR ONE YEAR 
FIVE.,DOLLARS ENCLOSED 





address. 





If you want your subscription back-dated to start with the first of 
the Will Rogers Campaign, put a cross here 


(451) 


LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York City 


THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC.. PRINTERS, NEW YORK 





Think of this: no matter 
where you bought your Pro- 
tected Seiberling All-Tread 
Tire—no matter how far afield 
you have traveled, a Seiber- 
ling Dealer, wherever you may 
be, is ready to make good the 
pledge inscribed on the Seiber- 
ling Tag—eager to collaborate 
in safeguarding your pleasure 
in the transaction begun back 


home. 


The night before the Glorious Fourth 
This Tuesday evening the Seiberling Singers will broad- 
cast a program of AMERICAN MUSIC from WEAF 
and through thirty stations of the Red Chain. You'll find 
fresh beauties in their new arrangements of familiar melo- 
dies, and you will enjoy the tuneful works of our modern 
American composers. 
Don’t forget —Tuesday evening, 8:30 Eastern Daylight 
lime. Tune in on this delightful program. 


anishing 
lrontiers 


An Editorial by F. A. Seiberling 


Gone are the old frontiers! They have vanished 
before an army of travelers such as the world 
had never known. Over hundreds of thousands 
of miles of paved highway we travel with 
never a barrier from coast to coast — from 
Maine to New Mexico. 

And vanishing, too, are old frontiers of 
custom and of commerce. 

Today, in any one of the five thousand 
cities and towns of the United States in 
which there is a Seiberling dealer, YOU CAN 
BUY A SEIBERLING ALL-TREAD TIRE FOR PAS- 
SENGER CAR SERVICE WITH FULL ASSURANCE 
THAT YOU WILL NOT HAVE TO SPEND ANOTHER 
PENNY ON THAT TIRE FOR A FULL YEAR, AND 
THAT ANY SEIBERLING DEALER, ANYWHERE, 
WILL GLADLY FULFILL THIS PROMISE OF PRO- 
TECTION AGAINST DAMAGE DUE TO ACCIDENT 
OR ROAD HAZARD. 


Because of our confidence in our product, 
of interest in its performance, our service 
extends beyond the factory gate, beyond the 
dealer’s store. In the new relation of maker 
and user these are vanished frontiers. 


Gita 


























SEIBERLING 
ALL-TREADS 








Made under the direction of 
F. A. Seiberling, designer and 
builder of over 50,000,000 tires, 
Seiberling All-Treads are dis- 
tinguished by their one-piece 
tread from bead to bead, their 
side-bars for sidewall protec- 
tion, their generous quantity 





of materials —twenty per cent 
more rubber, twenty-five per 
cent stronger cotton. And to- 
day, when used in passenger 
car service, they are protected, 
for a full year, against any 
additional expense due to acci- 
dent or to road hazard. 


THE SEIBERLING RUBBER COMPANY, AKRON, OHIO 


® 


* 








“Choosing a cigarette is all a matter of taste, don’t you think?” 


“Sure, it’s a matter of taste ...that’s why Chesterfield is so popular!” 





LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO. 


Can any cigarette do more? 


Chesterfield cigarettes are mild... not strong orharsh. —_ cross-blended in a different way from other cigarettes and 
Chesterfield cigarettes satisfy...that is, they appease the the blend can’t be copied! 
smoke-taste. They are not insipid or tasteless. They are MILD. ..and yet. . theySATISFY. Can you 
The tobaccos in Chesterfield cigarettes are blended and —_ expect any cigarette to do more? 





